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Counteſs of EMT 99: 


MavD a mM, 


„ 1s exceedingly well known, 
FEI) that the unmerited Applauſe, - 
| wich this trifling Work has 

reeccived, is owing - to your 

2 Ladyſhip, and that Honou- | 

y, by whoſe Recommendation 

it was that your Ladyſhip was pleaſed to 

give it Countenance, without which I ne- 
ver cou'd have had the moſt diſtant View 
of Succeſs; yet altho', by this, I have laid 
myſelf under an Obligation, which is not 
in my Power to repay, I have made bold 
to ſue for a ſecond Favour, I mean, That 
ſince I have, with ſo much Confidence, if 
not Impudence, dar'd to expoſe unto the 

World, a Parcel of undigeſted Thoughts, 

the Production of a rude and unexperien- 


ced Brain, I hope your E in- 
2 dulge 
* Thy Polrymple. | LEM he | 


fx 
3 
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- + © 5 & & © £'#. 
dulge theſe fond ExpeQations 1 have en- 
tertained, of being ſcreen'd under the Pa- 
tronage of one, who, upon every Oceaſi- 
on, has ſhewa a generous Regard to your 
native Country, in giving Encouragement 
to any Thing that had the ſmalleſt Glim- | 
mering of common Senſe, cſpecially if it 
tended to diſpel the affected Gravity and 
Peeviſhneſs of Temper, which all other 
Countries ſo juſtly condemn in ours. 11 

Ir were, indeed, to be wiſhed, that 
thoſe who prat of Religion, and the Pra- 
ctiſe of Virtue, wou'd vaunt of it leſs, and 
exerciſe it more, ſince, while they ſuper- 
ſtitiouſly obſerve the outward and ceremo- X 
nial Part, thoſe Things of ſmalleſt Conſe- 

- quence, they overlook, and intirely negled ; 
the weightier Matters of the Law, 0 wit, 
thoſe God-like and Heaven-born-Qualifica- 
tions of Charity and Mercy. This, Ma- 
DAM, With a ſincere Acknowledgment of 
your. kind Favours, is all from, 
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MAD AM, P 
Tour Ladyſhip's * 
moſt humble and Jr 
ty. 

devoted Servant, 
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The Author. 50 
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TO THE 
Lavits and GENTLEMEN of 


vn Edinburgh, and all good-natu- 
red Readers. I 


LAbrEs and GENTLEMEN, Ss : 
INE the Appearance of this 
air upon the Stage, which 
= (contrary to my Expettation) my 
good-natur d Audience was plea- 
ed to let away with its Life, I have 
of been much importun d, by thoſe who were 
daily harraſſing me, either for a Copy of 
ome of the Songs, or a reading of the 
Play, (which, to grant, wou'd have been 
an endleſs Trouble) to publiſh it. 
And altho I cannot exculpate myſelf 
from the Imputation of Pride and Vaut- 
ty, while, at this early Time of my Life, 
1 hall dare to expoſe to the World auß 


l. poliſhd and Home- bred Invention; vet I 


thin 
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Thing that is the Production of my un- | 


IF PREFACE. 

| think I am under ſome Kind of Neceſſity 
to give a ſhort and genuine Account of its 
Origine aud Progreſs. To begin then. 

It is well known to my intimate Ac- 
quatntances, that I have had the ſcraw| 
Copy of this by me for about theſe five 
Dear bypaſt, and JI never made any S.. 

cret of it, but ſhew'd it to a great many, 
and even gave them ſeveral of the Songs 
they deſir d; by which, I think, it is e 
©ident, that originally it was never de- 
fiend for the Stage: But, as all young 
People are fond of their own Performa F. 
ces, I was eaſily perſwaded (about twy 
Tears ago) to ſhew it to the Players, and 
asd if they wou'd act it? And I was 
anſwer d, If I wou'd get it well recom- 
mended, they woud : But by the Advice 
of thoſe who had more Judgment than “ 
Bad myſelf, I was adviſed to keep it umi 
the next Winter, and make ſome Alte 
rations on it. This I did, and at lengt 
expos d it on the Theatre, where (mort 
From the good Nature and Partiality 
the Company, than from any Merit in ti. F 
Wark, or extraordinary Performance in thr. 
Players, except Mr. Weſcomb) it met wil. 
a very kind and favourable Reception. (| © 
_ This being the true State of the Afairf. / 
N hope it id caſily to be obſerꝰ de that as if 7 
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es, long before I had any Thoughts of in- 


my Power to conceal myſelf as the Au- 
hor, cer I was aware. And let any one 
ay impartially, whether or not bis Vant- 
y wou'd have allow'd him to conceal a 
ing of this Kind, at fifteen Tears of 
foe. I mu jrankly own mine ond not; 
yet I have often wiſh d, from the Bottom of 
#:y Heart, that it had. But then, it will 
e ast'd, Why (after T was ſenſible of the 
Diſadvantage I labour d under, in being 
enown) I inſiſted upon having it further 
xpos'd upon the Stage? 
In Vindication of myſelf in this Point, 
muſt beg Leave to obſerve, that there is 
ot one in Being, who ound (if be cou d 
any Means prevent it) be generally e- 
eem'd a Fol, or Coxcomb; but this muſt 
ave been inevitably my Doom, had not 
Ve World ſeen it in a publick Manner, e- 
Pen ſuch as it is ; for, as Malice and Do- 
fraction always exert themſelves with 
ull Vigour upon ſuch Occaſions, ſo, at this 
ine, there was not wanting a confide- 
'able Number who took all Opportunities 
xo condemn it, for Nonſenſe, and (as I am 
Snformed) when ſome of them haue been 
wha, If they bad ſeen it, or knew any 
| » f at 


” 
was well known among ſt my Acquaintan © 


_ producing it upon the Stage, ſo it was ẽjũ, 
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mn PREFACE. 


Stabs to a Man's Reputation; they are 


and Detrattion, which, I believe, never 
adviſe thoſe Gentlemen ſeriouſly to peruſe 


that Story much better than I can pretend 


it incurable, &c. 


of a Pond, and ſtill as any of them put up 


Play to you, it is Death to us, 


that had, they have anſwer'd, No. Now 
as a great many had condemned it unſeen, 
I thought it was impoſſible that I could 
loſe any Thing by letting it be (een, 

And here I cannot but lament tho 
common and prevailing Vices of Eney 


more abounded than at this Day. Ion d 


the 23d Spectator. He (having handled 


te) begins that Paper with informing us, 
There is nothing more betrays a baſe audſſh 
ungenerous Spirit, than the giving of ſceret 


like poiſon'd Darts, that fly in the dark, 
and not only inflit a Wound, but make 
And near the End hi 
tranſcribes a Fable out of Sir Roger LE 
ſtrange, which, I think, has an admirable 
Moral, and may juſtly be recommended t1 
the Confideration of thoſe People who mak 
a Sport of Scandal and Defamation. It 
is as follows. A Company of waggiſh 
Boys were watching, of Frogs at the Side 


their Heads, they'd be pelting them down 
again. Children, (ſays one of the Frogs 
you never conſider, that tho' this may Þ 


4 


P'REFAGE. ix 
is in this Way that theſe malicious 
„ Mortals divert themſelves at another's 
14 Expence; and as it is the Mark M a baſe © 

and ungenerous Spirit, ſo it is the conti nu- 
ſeal Attendant of a cowardly Soul, fince he 
©) Mrbru/?s at a Man behind bis Back; and 
altho' bis Enemy be never ſo powerful, 


e be 5s intirely ſafe, having taken Care 
7 conceal himſelf, and by theſe Means the 

. Perſon defamed finds himſelf burt, but 

1 


by whom he cannot tell; ſo that he will 
be in the ſame Condition with one of Vir- 
gil Heros, ZEneid, ix. Lin. 420. 


Szvit atrox Volcens, nec reli conſpicit uſquam— 
k Auctorem, nec quo ſe ardens, immittere poſſit. 
) 


Kel But yet I hope it ſhall be accounted no 
J Conſequence from what has been ſaid, 
E Bat none ſhall be allow'd to have a Free- 
Dom of judging, and venting that ꝓudg- 
ent in Criticiſm, when they ſhall think 
it reaſonable ; or that I ſhoud imagine 
there was no Room for it my Performance. 
am far from ſuch a Thought; and 1 
ball appeal to my intimate Acquaintan- 
es, if they have not ſeveral Times con- 
bind d me of its Imperfectious, which 
wou d have taken np more Time to amend, 
han T had to beſtow ; and therefore I hope 
Be good-natur'd * will accept of it 
gs 
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| x PREFACE. 
mW - asit is, and paſs by all its Blemiſhes, as 
tbe Fully f Youth; and, to make an A. 
* Fonement, in ſome Meaſure, for what J 
have done, T1 here promiſe never to trouble 
the Publick with any Thing of this Kind, 
until I have bad more Experience and 
Knowledge in the World, being conſcious, 
that, at preſent, I am no Way proper for 
ſuch an Undertaking :- Tet, if any out 
tbiuks he has a particular Turn for Criti-W, 
cifm, I make him very welcome to exert 
bis Talent upon it; but if he once begin 
to it regularly, I am afraid it will tin. 
Bim, he may find ſo much ado. 


* 
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PROLOGUE. 


By a FRIEND. 


Spoken by Mr. WzscoMB, 


E awful Judges, who in Council fit, 
lo paſs the Poet's Sentence in the Pit, 
ith Brow ſeverely bent, and ruthleſs Fromn, 
ls if ye were reſolved — to knock him down. 
[ready in your Loos read bis Fate. 
nbappy Youth — but, ab — tis now too late 
Io ſave him from Deſtruction ; oft I 17 
Lo break his raſh Reſolves — Blood, ſtill he cry d, 
2rt WP erform the Play — no Fear the Town deſpiſe 
A firſt Attempt like this, 7 th be more wiſe 

I han frighten others from the Hopes of Bays, 
Ind loſe the Feſt —-of damning future Plays. 
No, ſays he, if they damn it, II be hang d. 
Done, ſays I-—and if not, I ſball be bang d- 
Nor ſhould I grudge a Drubbing, ſo *twou'd free | 
From Flames the Play, and th* Author from the Tree, 
Fudge then, which ſhall be the Cataſtrophe. 

you ſhould dumm the Play, the Poet's Neck 
uſt ſuffer —if you ſave it, then my Back. 
onſider, Hanging is a woful End, 
Ind fince you find I am ſo much a Friend 
o thi Author and his Work, that, for their Sales 
d gladly bear ſome half a dozen Thwacks, 
ou ſure muſt pity, fince you need not oe 
Dne Inch of Skin, nor ſiand in Fear of Blows ; 
ina yet, alas ! methinks I ſee him ſwing, 
ethinks I hear the Houſe with Hiſſes ring. 
ou all begin to damn, each in your Spheres, 
ls ſoon as on the Stage one Scene appears. 3 
ou barbarous Criticks cry — the Man's a Dunce, | 
ome, without more, let's damn it all at once. 5 
ou mighty Sages, who'd be thought far gone 
| Þ „cry out— The Humour's not his own. 
% gaudy Fops, who flutter there in Throngs, 
eve Right to damm whate'er to Dreſs belangt 
- - Js Smatzerers in Rhyme—condeinn the Songs. 


* 
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OVER 


PRO. L O CUE 
And you, you dreadful Wits, who judge by Rules, 
And think that all the World beſides are Fools, 
Condemn the Paſſions, Fables, Mannes, Plot, 
The Morals, Diction, Sentiments, what not. 


no ſooner born, ' 
ife Critick torn. 


Such is the Fate of 


Than thus by cruel M. 
But, O ! you lovely Dames, in your bright Eyes, 
Methinks I ſee ſome ſoft Compaſſion riſe ; | 
Your tender Hearts muſt mourn the Author*s Fate, 
Then ſkew your Pity ere it it too late. 

If, when the Play is done, you hiſs, he's hang d, 
But rather clop, and let my Hide be bang d. 
Your gentle Smiles will gain the pretty Fellows, 
d ſave the Poet's Collar from the Gallows. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
Sir Robert Careleſs, | 


Mr. Rover, 


Mr. Andrew Trimmer, 


Sandy Buckram, 


Tom, (Rover's Servant) | | 


Cook, 


Butler, Serv: 50 $5 Rob. 


Coachman, 


Lady Careleſs 
Feta * 
Heireſs, (a Cocquet) 


— 
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WOMEN. 


areleſs's Maid) 
Jean Buckram, (Sandy's Wife) 


Myr. Wrightſon. 
Mr. Bridges. 
Mr. Frazer. 
Myr. Weſcomb. 
Mr. Millar. 
Mr. Duncomb. 
Mr. Vaughan. 
Mr. Hamilton. 


Miſs Thomſon, 
Mris. Millar. 
Mris. Bridges. 
Mris. Woodward 
Mris. Bulkely, 


Bock: 


BuckRAM in ARMOUR. 
Anew BALLAD OPERA. 


Aer Il c 


A Taylor's Houſe. | Buckram ar Work upon the Table. 
AIR I. New Killycrankie. 


_ F all the Tradeſmen in the Town, 
| Or im our Corporation, 
There's none wou'd live a better Life 
Than I in 1 the Nation, | 
Was but that Fade out of my Sight, 
Who ſcolds that none can bear her, 
Or if 1 durſt but try a Fight, 


. To Pieces I 3 tear her. 
| I. 
To ſtand up ſtout, and not to move, 
: Ha ! Faith, that might moleſt ber, 
may not I my Courage prove ? 
4 Perhaps I'd then be Maſter : 
IV 


If once ber ſaucy Pride were laid, 
No more ſhe'd triumph o'er me, 

I'd be, as Vidor, then obey'd, 
And make her fly before me. 


es, yes, I'll do all this, if I dare — Dare, did I fay 2 
hy, who ſhall hinder me > Am I not Maſter of my 
yard” Houſe — ay, that Iam, and ſhe ſhall find it fo, if 
Ye 2 Yard ſtands my Friend, [riſing off the Table] 
onfound all ge dee ſay I; I'll be Subject to gone 
them — Tis a * Story, indeed, that a by 

| | d 2 


zock: 


2 BUCKR 4M in Armour. 
of my Honour and Courage — Courage! No I can't 
brag much of that — but for Honour — Why, I am a 
Taylor; and muſt I, condeſcend. to keep a Wife, who 
ſcolds. worſe than apy Oyſter- Woman, foxfoath, and who 
calls me a Thouſand raſcally Names, and ten to one but 
each is followed with a broken Head — I'll ſuffer it no 
longer; and, as a Proof of my riſing Courage — I'll put 
on my Coat, and not ſtitch one Thread more this Day. 
. [Puts his Coat half on. A Noiſe within. He ſtarts] Ha! 
what Noiſe is that. ¶Liſſning] It muſt be my Wife — 
Ay, Poxtake her, ſhe's juſt getting out of her Bed, and will 
be here in an Inſtant. Now, all the wiſe Men in the Weſt 
inſtruct me what to do — Shall I pur off my Coat, (en- 
deavouring to put it off | or ſhall J keep ir on, ¶ puts it 
on] No, | muſt put it off, [puts it of] but I'd much ra- 
ther keep it on. [While in this Struggle, enters Jean. 

ean. Sandy, Sandy, Why an't you at Work, you Raſ- 
cal? What, is your Brain turned? — Sure the Fellow“ 
mad! Hey-day, you have got your Sundays Clothes on, 
too! 

Buck. Faith, my Dear, I thought it had been Sunday, 
and I was going — why, I was going to Church — 
there's no Harm in that, I hope. 

Jean. To Church — No, you Scoundrel, that was not 
the Matter, you was Dreſſing to go to the Ale-Houle, MW ai 
and leave your poor Wife and Family. th 

Buck. Wife and Family — that's a good Joke, truly; 
we have been bur fix Weeks married, and you talk of a 
Wife and Family. Ha, ha, ha. [/aughs.] | 
Fean. Why, hark ye, Sandy, how dare you have thei te 
Impudence to laugh at your Wife 2 Why, ſure, Sirrah, 
you forgot that you're married, but I'll make you remem- II 
ber it, Fl out 4 vie * from under her Apron, and beats w. 
him] Villain, Raſcal, filthy, naſty, ſcoundrel Dog! ve 

Buck. Alo! — What do you mean? — Come, come, if a | 


prithee be quiet, Feany, I was bur in Jeſt, I did not lo! 
think that it wou'd have anger'd you, my Dear. 

Jean. Learn to Time your Jeſts better, Sandh, andi De 
you'll be the better uſed for em but I ſee you have pro-MWorl 
fired a little by my Inſtructions, and, in a ſhort Time, © 
am hopeful you will turn a much better Man, but twilß ha 


take a little Pains, or ſo. ** Buck 


yer ? 


Rave done ſpeaking, [ ſhaking the Whip. | Do you * 


BUOKR AW in Armbur. 3 
;Buck.Pains! — The Devil take me, if T-dot'r feel your 
Pains moſt ſeverely. [Afae] Bur let me beſeech you to lay 
aſide that ill- natur d Weapon — T don't like it at all. 
Jenn. No, no, Sandy, I muſt not do that, for this will 
make us Friends, now and then, when nothing elſe will; 
therefore pray don't inſiſt upon that. 


AIR II. Harliquin Tune. 

Bid the Quack give o'r his Tricks ; 5 55 
Can he dot? Will he do't ? Sure he will not dot. 

Think you, then, I'll quite my Stick ? 
T cannot, I will not, T never will do't. 

H. 

When the Conrtier takes no Bribes, 
And Money's refus'd by a Patriot Lord ; 

When Fuſtice o'er each Court pre ſides, 
Then I will reſign up my Sti:k and my Cord. 


Buck, Truly, then, I may ſave myſelf the Trouble, 


for that will never bz — Judging every one by myſelf, I 
think no Man will refuſe Monzy, be the Conditions what 


will. 
Fean. Very true; but are Mr. Rover's Clorhes ready 


Buck. I have been working at them all this Morning, 


and if you'll give me a hearty Breakfaſt, I'll give them 
the finiſhing Stroke in Halt an Hour. 


Jenn. With all my Heart. Come, give me fome Mo- 


ney to buy Victuals. 


Buck, Eh! -— Did nor I give you Two Shillings yeſ- 


terday, to buy Vidctuals > 


Jean. Hear you, Sandy, I'll give you an Account how 


I diſpoſed of that, bur don't grow ſaucy upon't, for I 
won't make a Cuſtom of it — Y :{terday, I took a ſe- 
vere Cholick, and wou'd have dy'd, if I had nor boughr 
a Mutchkin of Zerry ro myſelf; and you wou'd nor 
loſe a good Wife for a Shilling, wou'd you? 


Buck. For the one Half of it, I wou'd ſee her at the 


Devil. [Afde] But that was but one Shilling, I hope the 
other remains. 


Jean. Hold your Peace, you prattling Scoundrel, until 


2 


4  BUCKRAM in Armour. 


I, who have been bred up, all my Liferime, in Gentle. 

mens Families, could drink it without Sugar, Cinnamon, 

and Nutmeg, having a natural Averſion to all ſtrong Li- 
uors. 

Buck. Scandalous Slut, my Belly muſt pay for her Ex- 
travagance. [Afide] Well, here is Sixpence ; this is all! 
have In the World, go and ger me ſome Meat, and pri- 
thee manage it well. | 
" wry Well, I'll oblige you for once. [ Exit, 

uch. Why, now ſhe's gone, I with ſhe may never re. 
turn again; I'd be content to loſe my Sixpence, or rather 
give it to any Body that would bring her in dead to me; 
and really my Reaſoning ſeems very juſt, for ſhe, under 
a Pretence of inſtructing me, and doing me Good, may in 
a ſnort Time be my Death: Argol, by the Law of Self. 
preſervation — I wiſh her defunct. 

Enters Jean again. 


Jean. O Sandy, Sandy, I have got one of the cheapeſt 


Penny worths! 
Buck. What, are the Victuals grown cheap? Then! 
ſhall live like a Nobleman. | 
Jean. No, you thick-skull'd Blockhead, that's nor it; 
ſome Thing better than Victuals. | 3 
Buck. Better than Victuals ! — that's impoſſible. 
Jean. Look ye, Man, I have got this fine Ribbon for 
a Sixpence, and I ſaw my Lady pay Half a Crown for 
ſuch another t'other Day. 
Buck. What! and muſt I ſtarve, then? for Heaven's 
Sake get me ſome Meat; for if I want my Breakfaſt, I 


ro 
ert 
III 
Di 
tar 


ſhan'r live till Dinner. Pray, Feany, be pe rſwaded to ſave ¶niſ 


my Life. 
Jean. What wou'd you do, then, if I ſhould breakfaſt 
you like a Prince. 
Buck. Why, then, I'll behave like a Prince; for I have 
a Stomach — like a King; and I'll do my Endeavour 
afterwards — | Hl | 
Jean. To mend your Manners — Well, then, follow me 
to Breakfaſt. Exit. 
Buck. Ay Faith, with all my Heart, for I have an 
excellent Hand at the Spoon and the Cup. 
And tho I do ſubmit to n iſe's Beating, 
Pl prove myſelf a Hero — af goed N cENE 


els 
/ 


BUCKRAM in Armour. 5 
*ESCENE II. Sir Robert Careleſs's Houſe. Lady Care- 
l, leſs and Belinda. 


La. Care. How is it poſſible, Couſin, that a Woman 
x- Wof any Spirit can bear with ſuch Extravagances as I do? 
Io have a Husband plaguing one, all Day, with Indif- 
i- ference and ill Nature, and, at Night, ro go to the Ta- 
vern among a Parcel of Rakes, and came Home by three 
a-Clock in the Morning ? | 
Bel. Why, really, Couſin, it is a little ſurpriſing, to ſee 
ſo vaſt an Alteration in his Behaviour, in ſo ſhort a Time; 
for I think tis ſcarcely Six Months ſince you were married, 
and Three of them, you ſay, he has been thus indifferent. 
Falſe, fickle, inconſtant Man! how have 1 ſeen him, 
with a Lover's Eye, tranſported, ſtand and gaze upon 
your Beauty, | 


Then he wou'd ſwear your Face was wondrous fair, 
And that his ut moſt Wiſhes center*d there. 
nl 
La. Care. Ere I knew him, my Forrune ſmiled u 
it; ne, and Life fled from me like a pleaſant Dream, till he, 
with wicked Arts, and flattering Tongue, cloak*d under the 
Prerence of Matrimony, deluded me. When ir was firſt 
for Nropoſed, every Body perſuaded me, nay, my Glaſs roo flar- 
for Nered me, that I had no Occaſion to fear the Indifference or 
Il Nature of a Husband, if he had any Humanity: But all is 
n's Hiſappointment! And ſhou'd I recal the bypaſt Circum- 
„I ances of my Life, and compare them with my preſent 
ave Miſerable Condition, itwere enough to turn me into Mad- 


eſs. Sings. 
faſt [Sing 


AIR III. Wo's my Heart that we ſhould ſunder. 
ave A pleaſant Train of Years had paſt, 145 


our . When with Succeſs my Fortune crown'd me, 
Then there was nothing I cou'd ask, Ty; 

me For Pleaſure ſcatter d all around me. 

tt. II. 


an Then I thought it wou d be ſtrange, 
For any of the buman Nature, 

To renounce the Truth, and change, 
On any Cauſe, to be 4 Traitor. 


I. Be 


BUCK RAM in Armour. 


HI, 3 
Be baſh, ye Thong his that fret my Breaſt, 
And, O ye Powers, grant me Protection; 
Let u troubled Soul find Reſt, 
And free me now from all Reflexion. 
IV. 
While my reſtleſs Fancy rolls 
Along the mags bypaſi Action, | 
A pleafeng Pain torments my Soul, q' 
That ſure will turn me 10 Diſtra@ion. 


Bel. Well, Celia, I do pity you, and, as far as it lies! 
my Power, will aſſiſt you; but ſince we have both engage 
in Friendſhip, and as my Misfortune in loving that ram 
bling young Fellow, Mr. Rover, who laughs at every Thin 
chat relates to Matrimony, is equal to yours, I muſt expe 
a Return. ut 

La. Care. You may rely upon it. But tell me, Belind, 
how is it that you are ſincere with him, and it is the World) 
Opinion, that he is ſo with »o Body; I'll allow the Ma 

40be well-made, but I take you tobe a Girl of better Sent: 
than to take a Conceit of any young Fellow, meerty upd 
thar Account. - 

Bel. I aſſure you, Madam, whatever the World ma 
lay of him, in the Main he has good Senſe ; and tho? ſom: 
times, to ſhew his Wir, be, according to the Faſhion, ma 
rail againſt a married Life, yet, in ſemous Diſcourſe, I hait 
afren heard him confeſs, that it was, for rhemoſt Part, fe 
Argument's'Sake ; and I own you wou'd very juftly bla 
me, if I cou'dgive no other Account of my Paſſion tor 
but only becauſe he has a ſmart Look. I'II 2 
that any Thing that is ſpoke by a handſom young Fello! 
has a better Chance of being taken Notice of, by our Se 
than it the ſame Thiug came from one not altogether agre 
able; bur, for my own Part, I think I can juſtify this, 
well as every other Action of my Life, to be perfectly cot 
form to the ſtricteſt Rules of Virtue and Reaſon. 

La. Care. Hold, hold, Belinda, you don't remembe 
that you are deſperately in Love, my Dear; I hope 5e 
don't pretend to give a Reaſon for that. - 

Bel. Indeed bur I do; and1rhink there is nothing moe | 
eaſily accounted for, than the ſincere and true * =. 
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BUCK RAM in Atmoig:; 7 


Ove. But you'll ſa 5 Why do Tlove Mr. Rover ? Becauſe 
Lchink.he. has good Nature, Generoſity, and ſolid Senſe y 
ind, after a thaorow Examination of him, I find him poſ- 
eſt of theſe Qualifications; I think he ſuits my Humour ſo 
well, that L. could be happy whole Ages in his Company; 

cannot think of another, becauſe I'know- of none, witii 
whom I could live ſo agreeably, and it is tor that Reaſon L. 
ave him Forgive me, my dear Celia, for theſe laſt Words 
ways ſtick in my Throat. l 
La. Care. Vou know, my dear Creature, with me you 
nay uſe all Manner of Freedom, but, upon my Word, . you 
em to be ſo far gone in the Paſſion; that Ircan'r help tel- 
ing you, I'm afraid you have ſtudied ir roo much. 

Bol. I am ſenſible of it, but pray excuſe me, dear Celia, for 
is what I cannot help, nay, you muſt not only excuſe me, 
ut indulge me in hearing a Love-ſick Song. | 

La. Care. Poor Creature— Well, with all ny ant: 


Bel. ſings. - 


AIR IV. Handel's Minuet. 
Love is ſo commanding, 
There is no withſtanding. 
ma Its powerful _— fo Full of Smart. 


doſt thou wound me ſo, 
Cupid thou God of Love, 1 
And leave his Heart cold remaining, 
My Paſſibn diſdaining; 
O, wilt thou never tbis Pain remove. 


La. Care. Well, Couſin, ſince we are both unluckily ſi- 
ared, What would you think in joining together, in form- 
g ſome Kind of Plot, in order to bting Affairs to a better 
ondition? 
Bel. You have juſt prevented me, and the Goodneſs of 
de Deſign makes me bold to hope for Succeſs; and as you 
as telling me before, you had fome Reaſon to believe thats 
r. Rover had taken a Liking to your Perſon, I can't help 
inking, that this, managed well, would contribute great- 
to our Deſign; and, I beg the Favour, that you would 
low Mally, your Maid, to wait upon me ſomething oſt- 
than ordinary, becauſe I know that Rover's Servant, 
m, and ſhe, keep a cloſe Correſpondence, La. 


2 


8 BUCKRAM in Armour. 
La. Care. Your Lodging is not far from hence, and, 
whenever you pleaſe, you may ſend for her. But who do 
you think I am to receive a Viſit from this Morning? on 

Bel. Troth I can't guels. L 

La. Care. From no leſs a Perſon than the Heireſs of Nis 
Kingiles ; and Sir Robert went out a little While ago, roi, © 
meet a Couſin of his, who is come to Town this Morning, ee 
one Mr. Andrew Trimmer, a filly half-witred Coxcomb, I 
fancy Sir Robert will bring him with him to Breakfaſt, and 
F expect, betwixt them two, we ſhall be very well diverted. 

Bel. Ir can't happen otherwiſe, if Mr. Trimmer be ſuch 
a One as you ſay he is; and I warrant you the Heireſs 
will match him; for I don't remember to have ſeen a Girl 
of a more childiſh Behaviour. I happened ro be in a Com- 
pany r'other mays where ſhe fell into Diſcourſe with a very 
pretty young Fellow; and tho' I did nor perceive he made 
the leaſt Addreſs to her, yer her Vanity aſſured her, ſhe had 
made an abſolute Conqueſt of his Heart; and becauſe ſhe 
zs an Heireſs, and has ſo many Courtiers already, ſhe ſaid, 
that ſhe was afraid he would fall a courting of her. 

La. Care. *T was prodigiouſly filly, but very much of a 
Piece with the reſt of her Actions. [ Bel. ng, 


AIR V. The Collier has a Daughter. 
*Mongſi Men a Fop ſo ſirange is, 
We hate them altogether ; 
A Coquette*s- only Change is, 
The one Sex for —＋ other. 
The Men then can't but jeſt them ; 
F otberways, they flatter, 
For ſure they muſt deteſt them, 
And ſcorn their idle Clatter. fa 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, the Heireſs of Kingiles is come to wait 
upon you. 

La. Care. Conduct her in. And now, Belinda, let us 
ſhift our Humour, my Dear, from a Serious to a Gay. 
Bel. With all my Heart, for can never be at a Loſs to 
change into my natural Humour. 
La. Care. But here's the Heireſs. 


fer 


* 


BUGKRAM in Armour: 8 
Heir. Your Servant, Ladies, I hope I han't interrupted 
ou in any fine Subject, before it was fully diſcuſs'd. 
Lo. Care. Not in the leaſt, Madam ;T hope you are well 
| - 


his Morning. | X 


Heir. At your LON Service, and, as the Country 


: 
« 


to f | 

Pcople ſay, expecting to hear the ſame from you—M 
1 he. How do — do, my Dear? l . * 
d, Always to ſerve you, Madam; I thank God I have 
d. r Abundance of Health and good Humour, which I 
Ne to be the two chief Bleſſings of Life. 


Heir. Ay — Bur Health, without ſome of the Diverſions 
Life, wou'd be but very inſipid Now, a Ball, an Aſ- 
mbly, or a Play, ſerves to make it agreeable ; if ir were 
vt for theſe, our good Humour would degetiggare into Me- 
choly, and our Health into a Weariedneſs of Life 
ow ſhould we ſpend the tedious Winter Nights, or how 
opoſe to put the Time off more agreeably, in an After- 
don, than at our Toilet? O, thoſe dear, dear Aſſemblies, 
joſe Time-conſuming Plays and Balls! I can never forgive 
y Body that does nor place the chief Happineſs of their 
ite in them. 
Bel. But do you conſider, Madam, that all theſe Diver- 
ons which you have mentioned, are nor abſolutely neceſſa- 
for Happineſs ; for I am apr to believe, that the Genera- 
y of People in low Lite, enjoy more Happineſs than thoſe 
a higher Sphere. 
Heir. Ay, ay, but I don't mean all that -I mean only, 
at, Iafſure you, they are always a very great Happineſs 
me: And won't — allow, Miſs Bele, that a Play is 
very innocent and inſtructing Diverſion I'm ſure J have 
r now ; for I've ſeen her very often at the Play. [Afede. 
Bel. Nay, Madam, I never denied a good Play to be 
dth innocent and inſtructing, where the Characters are 
ell drawn. But the Taſte of the Age is ſo prodigiouſly , 
ait ¶tiated, that there is no Encouragement for any Thing that 
olks of common Senſe ought to think worth While to look 


Heir. Why, really, Madam, the Taſte is vitiated, as you 
to; but don't you think, my Dear, that Harlequin is a 
oſt entertaining Character. L | 

| 8 B La. 


er; 
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To BUCKRAM in Armour. 
| La. Care. Ha, ha, ha. | 
[ Bel Really, Madam, you have ſaved us the Troup" 
W of giying you an Inſtance of rhe Folly of the Age, 
| pointing aur one to us. Can there be any Thing mon 
ridiculous, and foreign to the true Deſign of the Stag 
which is ro. repreſent the Virtues and Vices of Mat 
kind, than, inſtead of them, to introduce a confus'd Rab 
ble with antick Dreſſes, that only teach us to tran 
form ourſelves into a Dog, an Ape, or a Lion: In ſhon 
my Dear, the one ſeems ro me, to be the meer Invent 
on of rhe brute Creation, and the other, that of a reaſor 


able Soul. | N I" | [fon g s | 
AIR VI. A Jigg-Drouth. 
The Folks of Faſhion, : 


They ſcorn to trouble or vex their. Brains, 
o view thoſe Paſſions | 
Writ in Ben. Johnſon 1 Shakeſpear's Strains. 


Our Ladies pretty, ; - 

Who ſpend their Time in adoring their Glaſs, T 
Swear Harliquin's witty, 

And every fine Poet's - 65 dull Aſs. | 80 

Fine Flights of Fancy, * 

They tell you are dull, and full F Chagrin, By 


And the Harliquin Prancy, 
| Outwits them, and is = ſole Cure for their Spleen. +, 


For once peruſe them, | 
Aud let common Senſe judge a bandſom writ Play, 4 
Aud youll no more abuſe them, 

But throw thoſe filly mean Tricks all away. 


Heir. Fy, fy, Miſs Bele, you han't the Taſte Alamode 
T aſſure you, 1 have heard above Half a Dozen Perſo 
of Quality ſay rhe very ſame Thing; and I never heard 
ix contradicted. - | ec 
. Enter Sir Robert introducing Mr. Trimmer to the 
A Ladies. He ſalutes; ".. © 
' Sir Rob. This is Lady Careleſs, Couſin. 
Trim. Madam, your moſt obedient humble Servant. 
Solutes her and the reſt] Gad's my Life, Couſin, I think 
| „ you 


*, 
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W damnable lucky Fellow, who have not been in Town 

ele three Months, and, at my firſt Entrance, to meer 

ich Three ſuch pretty Creatures? I can tell you, it is a 

od Omen — and to return the Ladies Favour, I ſwear 
675 drunk with Bumpers to their Healths ere Night. 
eir. You are full of Compliments, Sir. 


duld not roſs your Health with that Grace it deſerves 

Icod I think that was pretty well ſaid. [ Afede. 
La. Care. Come Ladies, will you pleaſe to walk into 
e next Room, for our Tea waits us. [Ex. ſeverally. 


CENE III. Before Sandy Buckram's Door, enter Cook, 
Butler, and Coachman, with Bottles in their Hands. 
| Coach. ſings. 


AIR VII. I met a pretty Wench. 

Once on a Summer*s Morn, I went out to take the Air, 

And I met a Wench upon a Bank, ſo lovely and ſo fair, 

That I cou'd not miſs but ask her, why ſhe wander' d there. 
II. | 

She turn'd about, and threm up her pretty rolling Eyes, 

With a Look ſo 52, then did jhe ſay, ll not make yon 

wiſe, 


0 
But I could not think of ſofing „ my pretty, pretty Prize. 
„ 


n. Then with 4 forward Mein, as I cateb'd her in my Arms, 
Upon near Approach, I found my Heart made Captive to 
N her Charms, 
Aud, to eaſe my Flame, I asd ber, what wou'd be the 
Terms. * 


But finding that ſhe ſcorn d any mercenary Way, 
O Sir, ſays ſhe, it is in vain, whatever you can ſay, 


ay 
For I am bound upon-my * ſtill to ſay you, Nay. 


But when I ash her, her Coyneſs to ceaſe, 
ds I kiſs'd ber cloſe, and preſi ber hard, ſbe yielded by De- 


. 
and 1 then began to think, how my Paſſion to * 1 


* 
— 
. 
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BUCKRAM in Armour. 1x. 
du have your Houſe planted with Angels; and an't 1 


Trim. Not in the leaſt, Madam, for Bacchus himſelf 
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is SBUCKRAM in Armour. 
| I took ber in my Arms, and I laid her on the Graſs, 

= And we toy'd there a little while, her Coyneſs grew leſs, 
| Then we kiſs d until we wearied, the reſt youll eaſy gueſs 


Onmes. Tal lal, de lal, &c. Sandy Buckram, Sc Pm | 
Sandy, hallo, Boy, hallo. 5 4 „ Sandy 
* | [Knocks at the Door, 


Enter Sandy opening the Door, and Jean pulls him back 4. 
gain, and comes out before him; he follows her. 
Coach. O, Mris. Buckram, we are glad to ſee you; and 
having all Three ſtole away for a little, we are come 
with an honeſt Deſign, to drink merrily until theſe Bot. 
tles of Stout be at an End. | 
Jean. Thou art good a Boy, Jack, and thou art yer 
welcome; bur, Gentlemen, I hope I need not make ar 
Excuſe for pulling my Husband back again, when he wal 
coming out before me — I aſſure you, it was our of n 
Ambition to be our before him, but only Curioſity to il 
who it was at the Door. | 
Coach. There was no Occaſion for that Caution, Mri 
Buckram ; we all know you well enough. 
Jean. aſſure you I han't the leaſt Pride, for I hat 
Pride above every Thing. 
| Buck. Nay, nay, Gentlemen, you muſt excuſe me, for, 
I muſt ſay, my Wife has no Pride at all, and ſhe is al 
ways very obedient to me in every Reſpect, and — 
Jean. And, Sirrah, that's a Lie. Obedient, quoth-a, ai 
if we poor Women were always Slayes. Pray, Gentle 
men, excuſe me, I don't like to ſee a Man ill: manner' an 
or ill-natur'd; I hate ill Nature above every Thing, fo 
always love to be in a merry Humour myſelf; but if yo 
pleaſe to come in — I hope you will pardon me fo 
deraining you ſo long without Doors. [ Exeunt, and all r 
turn at another Door. Sandy introducing them, fings 


ATR. vill. Buckram's own Tune ſer by Marthe 

| riggs. | 5 

, Welcome, my Friends, to poor Sandy Buekram*s Houſe 
For tho People call me, a filly Prick the Louſe, 1 


* 


BUCKRAM in Armour. 
My Vote flands as good, on the Election Day, 
As I Trade, and has as much 7 1 
The firſt that eber comes, and gives Sandy a Bouſe, 
His Canſe, right or wrong, he will never loſe ; 

68 Deacon, in chuſing the Provoſt, does vote; 

The Provoſt, with Stateſmen, may join in a Plot; 
Then, Lads, have a Care, don't with Sandy debate, 
Or elſe I will fland up, and vote for the State. 

When pothering Time comes, of a Bribe I'll be ſure; 
We'll exciſe you to Death, and give Penſions to W —- 


ofa 


uf 


Come, Gentlemen, pray let's be merry, for I aſſure you 
ou are all very welcome, and our Wiſe will be here imme- 
diately with the Tankard. f 
But. Ay, but, Sandy, this is but an Introduction to our 
u AMirth, Boy; for we have made Proviſion for a fine Supper 
againſt Night, and a large Bowl of Punch, and we deſign 
to have it in your Houſe, ; : 
Buck. A fine Supper in our Houſe ! Od's my Life, with 
all my Heart; and then I know my Wife will allow it, 
or I have often heard her ſay, that ſhe loved a fine Supper 
ery much, A fine Supper, did nor you ſay 2 — Od Iam 
ery hungry — the very Name of it makes my Mouth wa- 
er — for a fine Supper is a very fine Thing. 
Enter Jean with the Tankard and Bottles. 
Coach. O, but here comes our Beer; and, upon my Word, 
ny Buckram, you are in a very becoming Apparel to- 
ay. | 
Fean. Thank you, ack, for your Compliment ; but 1 
ate all Manner of Affectation; yer I can't ſay bur I ſuir 
any Kind of Dreſs very well. f 
Coach. Before we begin to drink, Lads, I think it wou'd 
do beſt ro open our Affair ro Mris. Buckram. 
Cook. With all my Heart. We have made a Proviſion 
or a fine Supper to-Night, Mris. Buckram, and becauſe 
ve cou'd not uſe Freedom enough in our own Houſe, we 
were deſigning to make merry. with you. 
Jean. O! Gentlemen, you know you're always wel- 
ome to me; but then you muſt promiſe to diſmiſs a= 
gainſt Twelve o Clock, becauſe, if J ſit up later, it ſo _ 
ncommodes me the next Day, that — not but, if you're _ 
Mygpclin'd to take my Sandy with you, and make 21 hy 
| | onger 


* 


74 SBUCKRAM in Armour. 
| Time — I ſhan't be angry. That was well put in, 
8 for then I ſhall have an Opportunity with Sir Robert; but 
| mum for that. Il Ad.. 
Om. O! Mris. Buckram, we won't diſturb you. 
| Buck. Now, Gentlemen, I appeal to you all, if I been't 
a very happy Fellow. Did you ever ſee more Modeſty ad 
Complaiſance ? O! ſhe's a ſweet Creature. | 

Jenn Well, Sandy, I never heard you fpeak more to 
the Purpoſe in my Life; and really, I muſt ſay, I hate e. 
very Thing that's immodeſt, tc ut, Gentle. 
men, if you'll ſend your Proviſion, all Things ſhall be in 
Readincls againſt Night. | 

Coach. Ir ſhall be done; and now, Mr. Butler, pray 
give us a Toaſt, 

But. With all my Heart, and I hope Nobody will re- 
faſe ir. Succeſs ro our merry Meeting, and the Health 


of all che Company. | 
[Before he drinks, the Coachmon ſings. * 


- 
AIR IX. Prince of Orange's Rant. 

Let our Mirth" abound, : 

And we'll toſs the Cups around, 
And we'll rant, and 22 _ » till we die, brave Boys, 
For every anxious Thought that is found 

In our Breaſt, does proceed from our Fears, brave Boys ; 
Then let our Voices each other reſound, 
With our Cups we will drive away Cares, brave Boys, 


le he drinks, the reſt fing the Chorus, and dance a Reel. 
Sandy Buckram endeavours to join the other two, but 
Jean pulls him away, and takes bis Place; he dances alone. 


hen the Cook takes the Tankard, and the Coachman ſings., 


[7 


AIR X. Ditto. 
Our Polly is a Fade, 
Bat. a pretty little Maid, A 
Tho* I love, yet ſhe —_ _ to Scorn, brave Boys ; A 
; f 
Fer now I fivear, that I will no longer bear 
With her Frowns, but I'll make e free, brave _ i 8 


2 


2 


BUCKRAM in Armour. 


Come then let us drink, till we drown every Care 
In @ Bumper of Wine, as you ſee, brave Boys. 


rThe Tame as before. Then the Coachman takes the Tax- 
kard and fings.] 


* AIR XI. Ditto. 
The Laſſie that's free, 
She's a Damſel for me 


And Pl claſp the kind Wench in my Arms, brave Boys ; 


But for the Sluts that are ſurly and ſour, 
Let them all go be hang'd in a String, brave Boys, 
For they're nought but a Pack of fantaſtical Whores ; 
And ſo here's a Health to the King, brave Boys. 


Chorus as before. Then Buckram rakes the Tankard, and 
begins to fing ; but his Wife frowns at him; he ſtays im- 
mediately, and gives it to her, and ſbe fings.] 


AIR XII. Ditto. 
Our Ladies in Town, 
The black, fair, and brown, 
Wou'd they dreſs but as ſimple as I, brave Boys. 
II 


Then, then, you would ſee what poor Figures they make 
Without Paint, when they languiſh, they're pale, brave 


Boys; | 
Without Hoops let them toſs, but their Tails will not ſhake, 
But a Beauty like mine never fails, brave Boys. 


* 
Chorus, & c. Buckram takes the Tankard, and fings. 


AIR XIII. Diero. 
Since Life is but ſhort, 
Let us merrily ſport | 
And rejoyce, fince it laſts — long, brave Boys. 


But have a Care in the Choice of your Wife, 
For on that lies your Crifis of Fate, brave Boys ; 
You may chance to ger One that will ruſle your Life, | 
«Ind engrave her Commands on your Pate, r 1 


| 
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Secret which no Body would ſuſpect. 


— 


BUCK RAM in Armour. 


SCENE Iv. Ener Tom following Mally. 


Tom. Mal, Mal, Mal, Where doſt thou run, my Dear 
Mal. Hal — on my Word you ſurpriſed me, Mr. Tho. f 
mas. Bur how I have the Honour of ſeeing you this Morn- . 


2 

om. Faith, my Dear, you know it is an Honour you 
may always command; but how you came by it at preſent, 
1s in Obedience ro my Maſter's Commands. I came with 
his humble Reſpects ro Sir Robert and his Lady, ro tell 
them he deſigns to wait on em this Morning; and, you may 
be ſure, the Expectations of ſeeing my dear Mal, haſtened 
the Meſſage very much. Come, prithee, Mal, let me have 
a Kiſs for my Pains. | [Kiſſes her, 

Mal. Bur pray, Mr. Thomas, Can't you gueſs at the 
Reaſon of theſe frequent Viſits of Mr. Rover's, to our 
Houſe, for of late they have been much more than ordina- 


. Mum — for that, Child, I dare not tell you— 
my Honour lies upon't. 

Mal. Your Honour — really, Sir, I think I'm as much 
to be truſted with your Honour, as you are with mine. 

Tom. How's that, my Dear — for you know I never had 
mor? than your Hand or your Lips. | 
Mal Ay, bur I'Il give you more; I'Il give you my Lips 
again, and my Hand in Promiſe of my Heart. 

Tom. Will you? Nay, then my Maſter's Secrets [ Kiſſa 
ber] are in a fair Way to be diſcovered ; for that Kiſs is e- 
ag to bribe a Lawyer from his Fee, or a Courtier to be 

oneſt. | | 

Mal. Nay, I hope it ſhall nor betray him, bur rather 
do him a Service ; and, if you will deal honeſtly and fincere- 
ly with me, I have a Secret to balance yours, and perhaps 

may intruſt you with ir, for I deſign that we ſhould both 
be uſeful ro one another, in carrying on this Affair, that it 
may end to our Advantage. | 

Tom. Why, faith, Mal, you begin to talk very reaſon- 
ably, and I really was defigned to rrifle with you about it, 
bur ſince you are upon Honour, I'll be ingenuous, and, in 

lain Words, let you know, Mr. Rover has a Deſign upon 

ady Careleſs, to promote which, I have diſcovered 4 


Mat, 


_— 


BUCKRAM in Armour. 17 
Mal. Pray, what can that be? 

Tom. T'other Day, as I went to call for ſome of my 

Maſter's Clothes, at Sandy Buckram's, the Back- Door that 

leads to his Workhouſe being open, I went in, and hear- 

ing ſome Body w hiſper in the next Room, L had the Curio- 

to peep 3 and who ſhou'd be there, but Sir Robert toy- 


Ui ing with Sandy's Wife; he was very preſſing, and ſhe a little 
ſhy, but it was only to ſqueeze a little Money out of him; 


r ar length I overheard him promiſe her Twenty Guineas, 
"WF and immediately there was an Agreement made againſt this 
1 Night, betwixt Twelve and One, for ſhe ſaid, by that 


Time, ſhe expected to pick a Quarrel with her Husband, 
and turn him our of Doors. 

Mal. Ir was a very reaſonable 5 — ſhe had, I 
uſt own ; and, to give you all that I have to ſay, in few 
Words, my Lady Careleſs is a Woman of ſuch ſtrict 
Honour, that I am very certain, whatever Time he 
pends that Way, is bur loſt. Now, her Couſin Belinda, 
a Girl of the beſt Senſc in Edinburgh, is deſperately in Love 
ich Mr. Rover; however, you muſt nor tell him this, for 
am Belimda*'s Confident in the Affair, and I would nor, 
or the World, he ſhould know of it; but if we could ma- 
gage Affairs ſo, that all Parties would be pleaſed, we ſhould 
ertainly find our Account in it. 

Tom, Well ſaid, Mal. — Why, really I think the De- 
gn is good, and I don't in the leaſt deſpair of Succeſs, but, 
Mn order to that, it will be abſolutely neceſſary to diſappoint 
e- Pir Robert, which, with a little Invention, won't be ver 
beſiffcult; but we'll conſult about it more fully, and ſo, my 
lear Mally, give me your Hand. Sings. 


"AIR X1V. Ar the Tree I ſhall ſuffer, Ge. 
N . I'll run through the World with Polly, 
— And protect her from all Melancholy. 


Mal. Whate'er Dangers may come, 
PII fiill bold by my Tom, 
Both. And we'll always be merry and jolly. Exeunt. 


SCENE V. Si Robert's Garden. 
nter Rover with Lady Careleſs, and Trimmer with 
| the Heireſs. 
La. Care. It was hard that Miſs Bele was obliged to 
ave us ſo ſoon, for I am Nr in Love with that — 
\ | ome 


far, every Thing ſhe ſays is full of Lite and Spirit. 


18 S8UCKRAM in Armour. 


Company. She has ſo much good Humour, and ſmart 
Wir, that wherever ſhe is, let che Company be never ſo 


Rov. Yes, Madam, every Body acknowledges Belinda 
to be a very accompliſhed young Lady. | 

Heir. I don't know, Sir, bur I think there are a great 
many other Ladies in Town, that have a much better No 
tion of Dreſs than Miſs Bele. Don't you think ſo, Mr 
Trimmer ? | 

Trim. Yes, Faith, Madam, it is my Opinion. 

Rov. Thar may be, Madam; but I hope her Norion of 
Dreſs does nor in the leaſt derogate from her good Senſe 

Heir. I ask your Pardon, Sir, I thought you had mean 
Dreſs. 

Rov. Not at all, Madam. | 

Heir. [Turning to Trimmer, while Rover talks aſide t 
Lady Careleſs] Simple Fellow! — 

Irim. Why, Faith, Madam, betwixt you and I— ht 
is a ſimple Fellow— He might have had more Manner 
Heir. [ Angrily] To my Face! — I can't endure to bt 
contradicted. 

Trim. Pray, Madam, don't be diſcompoſed ; bur if yo! 
think yourſelf anyways affronted, I beg you would do m 
the Honour to tell me for rhoſe enchanting Looks hav 
ſo captivated my Heart, that he is a dead = if ye 
next Breath pronounce him ſo. | 

Heir. Ha! a lucky Hint that—he ſhall receive a Chal 
lenge immediately. [Ade] I cannot return the Favour yo 
have offered - but a Lady's Reputation, Sir, is not to be 
dallied with; and if you will pleaſe to remove at à litti Hon 
farther Diſtance from them, and take a Walk thro' t 
Garden, we'll conſult what is to be done. 

Trim. Wich all my Heart, Madam Pray Heaven ſhq 
don't rake me at my Word. ¶Aſide 
Exeunt Trimmer and Heireſs ; then Lady Careleſs and Mr 

Rover come forward. 

Rov. Upon my Word, Madam, you puſh rhe Argument 
ſo cloſe, - that, by and by, I am afraid I ſhall be at N. 
Loſs ro anſwer : Bur to give you another Reaſon, which lf. 
I think very ſolid, 7 Matrimony, there is a Promiſ 
which every one muſt make at Marriage, that I don't be 
lieve any one knows, poſitively, whether it is ia his Tor. 
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o keep or not, and that is, confining his AﬀeCtions to one 

oman; for it is not impoſſible, but, one Time or other, 
when thoſe Charms which he once adored, are rendred fa- 
iliar to him, another fair One might caprivare his Heart, 
and make him lothe what once he doted on. 

La. Care. I own, Sir, there's a good deal of Reaſon in 
har Objection; bur alrho* I ſhould allow, that it very 
dfren happens, yer Þ ſearcely- imagine you will ſay, that 
t ſhould be ſo. 

Rov. If I were of Opinion that ir ſhould be ſo, I aſ- 
ure you, Madam, I wou'd have no Objection to Marri- 
3 * bur I never yet could condeſcend to be guilty of 
ny Thing that I was conſcious was 1 and that 
undoubtedly ſuch, to give one my Hand and Promiſe, 
what I can't be certain of performing. 
La. Care. And for that ſame Reaſon, if there was any 
oſſibility of bringing you to it, I am apt to believe you'd 
ake a very kind Husband. 
Rov. I can't interpret that any otherwiſe, Madam, than 
Banter, ſince Sir Robert had much more to boaſt of, in 
ny Reſpect, than have. 
La. Care. Whatever is done as to that, can't be un- 
lone again; and L think it is carrying ill Nature a great 
eal too far, becauſe I know one of the Sex is ungenerous, 
o think they are all ſo. No, Sir, J aſſure you, that is 
ot the Caſe. 

Rov. Nay, then, Madam, to ſpeak ſincerely, and re- 
Wurn the Compliment, I don't know what I might have 
None, had I been in Sir Robert's Place. Bur what is be- 
ome of the Heireſs and Mr. Trimmer. 

La. Care. Gone to take a Walk through the Garden, I 


fancy. 

Rov. Well, Madam, ſuppoſe we ſhould rake a View 
of the Garden; and as we paſs — thoſe Banks of 
Flowers, to make Love in romantic Lyle, methinks, 
would be very entertaining. 

La. Care. To divert a little Time, with all my Heart, 
ir. Will you pleaſe ro begin? 
Rov. Yes, Madam. 


owe See, Celia, how Narciſſus ſiniles; 
t It has no cunning Art or Wiles, 3 
ut, 
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But, as it ſpreads its beauteous Flower, 
It ſends its Odours through the Bower ; 
So let my Fair, while in her Prime, 
Employ her Charms, not truſt to Time, L 
Whoſe envious Power may blaſt that Face, 
That now inchants with ſuch 4 Grace; 
For when thoſe blooming Looks are ver, 
Fon will be importumd no more. 
L Pray, Celia, ſcorn thoſe trifling Arts, 
= which mean Beauties conquer Hearts; 
0* form'd by Nature's utmoſt Skill, 
=_ Don't exerciſe that Power to kill. 

La. Care. Tho? Celia ſcorns each poor Deſign, 
What Damon asks, ſbe can't refegn. 
| Narcifſus gives the Fields their Due, 
But this is what its bound to do. 
| Ceaſe Damon, then, thoſe amorous Strains, 
Nor urge what Celia's Soul diſdains. 
Roy. Tell me, ſhou'd Celia 7 up Charms, 
All Nature's Stock, for Strephon's Arms. 
Whilſt, in Return, th' ungenerous Swain, 
Treats the poor Nymph with cold Diſdain. 


And, to be quickly oyer with our Romanticks, Marriage 
is nothing but a Ceremony; and when once the Reaſon, 
why it was made, is no more, I ſee no Reaſon why it ought 
not to be forgotten. By Heavens — I can't look upon 
vou without being tranſported. O let me fly into your 
Arms, my Life, my Soul! [Sings 4 


AIR XV. Ye Beaux of Pleaſure. 
Roy. O, .charming Creature, 

How does each Feature 

Exceed een Nature 

i In, * Charms? 
| I. 

La. Care. How can that be, Sir, 

When that you ſee, Sir, 

He ſtill flies me, Sir, 

' To others Arms? 

| III. 
0 Roy. Since he denies thee, 
Pray, Celia, 27) me, 
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And do not fly me; © 
off Ah fly no more. 
IV. 
La. Care. But, Sir, remember 
He's ſtill Pretender, 
I can't ſurrender ; 
Therefore give oer. Exit. 
Rov. I mnſt follow her, 
And try by various Arts to win her Heart, 
To play the wary cunning Lover*s Part ; 
And yet, methinks, there's ſomething in her Face, 
That cries aloud — Virtue can't bear Diſgrace. Exit. 


End of the Firſt Act. 


ACT u. SCENE L 


Street before Buckram's Houſe. Buckram appears 
at the Window at Work. Trimmer Flowing Tom. 


ſ 


— 


age Trimmer. 

on, IST — hiſt! I ask your Pardon, Sir. Do you want 

ght any Money 

onll Yom. Pray, Sir, no Ceremonies, there needs no Excuſe 

our or that: But what muſt I do for it? 

im. Why, what will you do for as much Money as 
vill make you drunk for a Month every Night? 

Tom. Any Thing in Honour, Sir, 

Trim. Faith, Friend, I am glad to hear it. You ſay 
ou are a Man of Honour; it was juſt ſuch a one I was 
1 after, for yo muſt know, that I have very un- 
uckily engaged myſelf in a Point of Honour, that I han'r 
Il rhe Inclination in the World to go thro? with. 

Jom. What may that be, Sir ? 

Trim. Being in Company with ſome Ladies, this Morn- 
ng, one of them thought herſelf affronted, becauſe ſhe was 
ontradicted by a young Fellow they call Mr. Rover; and, 
pon this, raking me for a Man of Honour and Courage, 
Ips me the Wink to take a Walk thro? the Garden with 

her, 


her, and there, in a long Hara 


, * 
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ngue of pathetick Expref. 
ſions, ſhe lays before me the Wrongs hel had ſuffered oo : 
then, ſays ſhe, Sir, a Lady's Reputation is not to be dal. i 5, 
lied with. This, you know, obliged me to offer her my if b. 
Service; ſhe rakes me at my Word, and inſiſts upon Ic 
ſending him a Challenge ro meer me at rhe Duke's Halse 
To-morrow Morning; and pray, Sir, ſays ſhe, don't o- Nas 
mir to ler him know! whoſe Cauſe ir is that you eſpouſe, 

Tom. This is lucky to a Minuer. [ Af6de] Indee > 
I can't blame the Lady much, in pitching upon you. I 
aſſure you, Sir, you have all the Looks of a Man of Cou- 
rage: You cock your Hat briskly, and wear a Sword; and, 
let me tell you, nd Man ought to wear a Sword, bur he 
that can manage it. ; 

. Trim. Ay, ay, ſo I am a Man of Courage, and I like 
Fighting well enough — bur I'm indifferent abour it, for 
all that. | | 

Tom. Ves, yes, Sir, as you ſay — A Man may like 
Fighting well, but be indifferent about it, for all raar. 

Pim. Ay, — Bur to come to the main Buſineſs. 1 
have the Challenge in my Pocket, ſeal'd up in a Letter, 
wich a Purſe and ſome Guineas, and, if you will rake th: 
Affair in Hand, they are both ar your Service. 

[Preſents them to him, he takes them, 

Tom. Sir, I'll do your Buſineſs for you. I know the 
Fellow very well; he is a great Coward ; and I have known 
himengaged in Half a Dozen ſuch Scrapes, and he was al- 
ways obliged to beg Pardon, and allow himſelf ro b 
drubb'd on ſhall ſee how I will —ufe him. 

Trim. A Coward, did:you ſay >—T hate a Coward, and 
Tl drub the Fellow myſelf. I have ſuch a Regard to a 
Man of Honour, that I never would fight any one but a 
Coward: I love a Man of Honour—and I hare a Cow 
ard a Coward! But do you think that bell yield up his 
Sword at the firſt Bluſter, or ſo, for I ſhould not care tc 
pur myſelf ro the Trouble of, of — 

Tom. Truſt me for that, Sir, and I'll engage he ſhall; 
and, as a Puniſhment upon me, if ir fail; never truſt me 2 
gain. Bur what if you ſhould beg the Favour of the Lady 
to be at ſome convenient Diſtance, upon Salisbury Crag\Whai 
to bear Witneſs of our Victory. Tra 
| i ri 
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Trim. With all my Heart; and I know ſhe is ſo fond of 
.me Thing, ſhe'll never refuſe ir: But pray who ſhall we have 


d bor a third Man, if there ſhould be Occaſion > for, to be 
|- W ſure, he'll bring one along with him, that perhaps may nor 


ye altogether ſo peaceable, ſo we had beſt have one con- 
n Ml cealed ar ſome little Diſtance, ro make every Thing ſure; 
for I would not care for it at all, except every Thing were 


as ſure as if it were done already. | 

Tom. There will be no great Danger in that: But, to 
make every Thing ſure, as you ſay, it would not be amiſs 
to have a little Help at Hand; and there is a Fellow lives 
in this Houſe, of undaunted Courage, his Name is Buckrees. 
on I ſee him looking out at the Window, if you pleaſe III 
call him. 

Trim. Ay, do, do. [Tom goes forward to the Window] 

Tom. Hup—hiſt, Sandy Buckram /! | 
for WF Buck. [From the Window] Fm your humble Servant, 
Mr. Thomas, and I'm glad to ſee you. TI have been buſy at 
\ br _—_— Clothes all this Morning, and they're almoſt 
niſhed, 

Tom. Prichce be quiet with your Nonſenſe about Clothes, 
and come down here quickly; I have got a Purſe of Gold, 
th: Were, about a Challenge, and you are ro be one—Haſte, 

aſte, come along. | 

Buck. A Purſe of Gold abour a Challenge, and I'm to 
be one Whether is't to eat or drink? Bur I'll be at him 
mmediarely. ; 

Tom. [To Trim. while Buckram is coming down] You 
ee, Sir, with what Cheerfulneſs he leapr down, whenever 
[ ſpoke of a Challenge. 

Trim. Yes, Faith, the Fellow has Courage in his Looks, 
to 4 Enter Buckram. | E 
ut 4 Buck. Od's my Life, Mr. Thomas, when are we to begin? 
ol Tom. [To Trim.] Do you hear that, Sir? [Tom #0 
p hiYBuckram, aſide.] Now, — my Boy, you muſt 
pull up a good Heart. . 

Buck. Nay, I warrant you, I'll not fail — P11 eat for 
ne Honour of the Taylors of the Head of the Canongate 
Bur tell me, ſhan'r we have both Meat and Drink? 
Lady Tom. Nay, but hear me our—Here's a Purſe of Gold, 
rag grat will afford us Meat and Drink in Abundance—Bur 
e Challenge is to fight, my Boy. U 
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Buck. Fight, my Boy !—O Lord, Mr. Thomas, I ſce 
a Gentleman going up to my Houſe, to get the Meaſure of 
a Suit of new Clothes — and I can't ſtay, for my Wife 

Tom. Hold, hold, I tell you, [pulling out the Purſe] 

- Here's two Guineas for you, and that is more than you ca 
make by a Suit of Clothes, and, when the Affair is ended 
you ſhall have two more. [He takes it | 

Buck. Bur, Mr. Thomas, do you expect to make mi 
fight for this Money? 

Tom. I never deſigned you ſhould, only you muſt make this 
Fellow believe that you will, and that you are a Man off, 
Honour and Courage: You muſt bluſter, and ralk big 4 
nay, you muſt go to the Field too, but take my Word up 
on't you ſhan't fight. 5 

Buck, Well, honeſt Mr. Thomas, J will take your Word 
upon't, and if your Buſineſs is only to bully, I'll fit you for 
that; nay, for that Matter, I love to fight as well as an 
Man, bur I can't endure Blows. 

Tom. [To Trimmer.] Sir, we ask your Pardon for de 
raining you ſo long, bur it was neceſſary that I ſhould in 
form my Friend, Mr. Buckram, in the Circumſtances off... 
the Affair. 

Trim. I know it was. Well, Sir, I hope you are ſatil 
fied about it. by 

Buck. Satisfied, Sir — I'm never better ſarisfied than 55 
when I'm. hotly engaged in a Duel — for Fighting is mi . 
daily Trade. Thar's no Lie, for I have a daily Skirmiſh 
with my Wife. Lide — Where is my Sword and Buck x. 
ler, Coat of Mail, and Cap of Steel! 

Tom. Hold, hold, Mr. Buckram, *tis not till To-mor T; 
row's Morning. 

Buck. To-morrow |! *Tis a whole Age — I'm on th 
Rack until the Time — That's no Lie neither. [Afide 


[Sings.] AIR XVI. The Birth-Day. 
Come on, my merry Lads, with courageous Hearts, Pi Fa 
And fight it out bravely, deſpiſing thoſe Flurts, 
That will boaſt of their Senſe, and call one @ Fool, 
But let me ſee if they dare fight a Duel ; 

For where there is one to be found, 


That will ſtand it out bravely, nor fly a Bit of G _ 


lea 
Hat 


n 
a 
e 

S ] 

g 


or 
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There is Twenty youll ſee, more Cewards that be, 
And value their Honour, no more than I do this Flea, 
X © * © [Exvniits 


SCENE II. Belinda's Apartment. 
Enter Belinda -and Rover. | 
Bel. Come along, Sir. You ſee I ufe my urmoſt En- 
. MWdcavours to divert you; and when ever our Diſcourſe turns 
War, it I can't change the Subject, I think the next beſt is, 
o change the Room; for Variety, you know, Sir, is the 
general Outcry of your Sex. ; 
Rov. You might have ſaid, of all rational Creatures, 
Madam; for Nature itſelf delights in Variety; bur, ler 
Wne tell you, that any one who propoſes ro ſpend his Life 
as I do, I mean, at Liberty, ought to beware of engag- 
ng too much with Beauty, Wir, and Humour, all at once, 
or that ſomerimes is tound to be roo prevalent. for the 
moſt refoly*d of our Sex ; and, upon my Word, Madam, 
here is not one amongſt the few Acquainrances that I have, 
yhom I dread Half ſo much as I do Belinda. 
Bel. Still a little upon the Banter, Sir. 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Sir, your Servant dcfires ro ſpeak with you. 
Bell. Bid him come in. [Exp Soren Perhaps, Sir, it 
' ſome Piece of Buſineſs, and you would incline for ano- 
her Room. 
Rov, Not that I know of, Madam. But here he comes. 
Enter Tom. * 
Tom. | Looking about him.] None to overhear, F hope. 
Roy. None but whom you ſee. 7 
Tom. Well then, here is a Letter, which I don't doubt 
ill divert you both; and you muſt know, that I am 
rib'd with Half a Dozen of Guineas, to perform the Con- 
ents, but I have perſuaded him (with a great deal, o 
” Difficulty I muſt own) to do ir himſelf; but then he in- 
[ted upon having a Thirds-Man, which I have taken 
are is as great a Coward as himſelf. This is all that I 
ave to tell you juſt now, the Letter will inform you of 
: reſt, TI hope, Sir, you will allow me to be gone, for 
baye a little Buſineſs upon my Hands, 
| D | Rov, 


du». 
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Nov. Well then, go your Ways. [Exit Tom] None 
Madam, for the Letter. Read 


„ 
YO U may remember, I had the Honour of ſeeing you t A 
Morning at Sir. Robert Careleſs's Houſe, in Company wii 
his and other two Ladies — The prettieſt of the Two, | 
whom ] take to have the leaſt Senſe, by Name Belinda, we 
away ; after ſhe was gone, out of Deſign, I ſuppoſe, to pled 
Lady Careleſs, and affront the other, yon was not u 
ly lavſh in your Commendations of her, before the other 
ace, but had the Impudence to contradid her — For whici 
Sir, I deſire you would attend me, To-morrow's Morning, | 
ciſely at Four of the Clock, at the Duke's Walk, with a {mi 
Sword, and no other Weapon. From 
; ANDREW TRIMMENNI R 


N. B. If you bring more than one along with you, 
ſhall iſe you like a Scoundrel, for, upon Hi B 
nour, I am to bring no more. 


WI 

P. S. Pray take Notice, that this is at the particuiery 
Deſire of the young Lady. ig 

; | D a) 

Rov. Silly Scoundrel! Any one may know by his Pof Re 


ſcript, that he's a Coward, to expoſe his Miſtreſs thus 
that very Thing plainly demonſtrates, that he had no In 
clinarion to it himſelf, 

Bel. Why, really, his N. B. confirms it; for he h 
engag*d his Honour to bring but one, and is really t 
have Two. | | | 

Rov. Faith, Madam, it is doing him too much Ho 
nour, ro ſpend any Time in talking abour him ; bur fron 
this you may plainly fee, how often your Sex are miſt: 
Ken in their Notions of ours. Any one that wears a Sword 
and has a ſmart Look, paſſes for a Man of Courage; ani 
a young Fellow who has as much Prudence in Converſat! 


+ 


on, as not to betray his Ignorance, is taken for one of ſoli 


* 


Senſe. "1 : 
Bel. Thar, indeed, Sir, is the common Way of judg 


9585 and, generally ſpeaking, they make the —— 


the pretty Fellows of the Age, and yet are a * 
| 227 
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azy, indolent, and ſluggiſh. Their whole Life is ſacri- 
iced ro Diverſions, and they think of nothing bur — O 
ord, ſhall we go to the Play, the Aſſembly, or Ball, To- 
ight? They amuſe themſelves with Trifles in their Youth, 
nd become a Prey to Ignorance in their old Age. [Sings. 


AIR XVII. Whilſt the Town's brimful of Folly. 
Troops of Beaux, in ſhining Dreſſes, 
Croud to all thoſe publick Places, 
Where the Tom oft reſort ; 


All with painted ugly Faces, 
Aping Smiles, make ſlrange Grimaces, 

Try to catch each fair One's Heart, 
All with painted ugly Faces, &c. 

But are Subject of their Sport. 


Rov. I'm afraid, Madam, I have intruded upon your 
bod Humour too much, in making this Viſit ſo long; bur 
hope you will excuſe me. | 
Bel. Upon Condition that the next ſhall be To-morrow, 
will; for you know, Mr. Rover, that I always dzal 
ry plainly, and, to tell you Truth, I am engaged this 
ight to Supper, elſe I would not have allowed you to 
d away ſo ſoon. 
Rov. I return you Thanks, Madam, and PII be ſure 
do myſelf the Honour to wait upon you To-morrow ; 
Il then, your humble Servant. [ Exit, 
Bel. Sir, your Servant. 

Sola. | 
Well, if our Plots ſucceed, I ſhall be a happy Crea- 
re — He has gain'd ſo much upon my Aﬀections, that 
ſhall never ſo much as think of another; and if this 
ight + tar fayourable ro our Deſigns, all ſhall end in 
appy Succeſs. [ Sings. 


AIR XVIII. My Nanny-O. 
How does a bluſhing Virgin's Heart 
Exult with Hope, and ſhake with Fran? 
She trys her Charms, and every Art, 
1o bring the wiſh'd for Moment near. 4 
ut 


27 


— 


28 BUCKRAM in Armour. 


But if ſome wild unlucky Turn, 


, | 

Should ſpoil our Plots and main Deſign, b 

The Heart before that leapt wou d mourn, S, 
And in Deſpair away repine. Exit. N ot 
SCENE III. Maliy and Tom. * 


Tom. Prithee, Maliy, don't be in ſuch a Haſte, my Dear, MO 
for I han't got half Information about that Affair, and Ine 
ſhan't know how to behave in t. Come, you ſhall give me ¶ his 
a regular Rehearſal of it. thi 

Mal. Well, then, do you remember what was the Sub- Nis 
ſtance of the two Letters, which we wrote, at Mr. Rover iin 


Deſire, to the Heireſs and Mr. Trimmer. 11 


Tom, Yes, very well. ; 

Mal. They are both delivered to the reſpective Perſons, ¶ che 
andſthey have ſwallowed the Bair like Two hungry Fiſhes; 
and I underſtand from the Heireſs's Genrtlewoman; there 
is nothing ſhe is ſo fond of as a travell'd Beau. All that 
you have to do, is to dreſs as ſuch, and attend her To- 
morrow Morning early, by Six o' Clock. Inſiſt upon 
the Condition in the Letter, which is, to marry at firſt 
Sight. Tell her, it is the Taſte Alamode; prattle a little 
Freneh to her, which I know you can do; wheedle her over, 
and ſhe's yours in an Inſtant; and ler me alone to play my 
Part with Mr. Trimmer. 

Tom. Play your Part — Nay, Mal, I don't doubt but 
that you are capable to play your Part, with one Man, at 
any Time. Bur what's next to be done, for I hope yo 
don't deſign ro marry them in Sincerity. 

Mal. Hang Sincerity ! ler People be ſerious, who hav: 
nothing elſe ro do. No, no, Mr. Rover told us we mui 
not do that. Bur you know the Room that I have take 
to entertain Mr. Trimmer in, is not far from the Heire(s's|MBot 
Lodgings, and I have a Fellow diſguis'd like a Parſon, to 
wait and perform the Ceremony; and, as I am to go unde: 
the Name of your Siſter, when ever you've gain*d your 
Point, you can eaſily perſuade her to go along with you to 
your Siſter's Houſe, where, you can tell her, there will be 
all Preparation, and another Couple in the ſame Condition. 

Tom. Well, well — Now I have it exactly, and, I war- 
rant you, I'll manage well enough; but I muſt be gone to 
a merry Meeting in Sandy Buckrain's, and endeayour to pay 

[ * 
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the Cards ſo as to diſappoint Sir Robert, for tis mainly 
upon that Account, thas I accepted the Invitation from 
Sandy Do you take Care, and mind your Cue about the 
cit, ¶ other Affair. | 
Mal. Never doubt me — But remember that I am to 
meet Mr. Rover, at the Gate, exactly betwixt Twelve and 
ar, One, and when ever he comes, P11 direct him to that Cor- 
d ner of the Houſe where you are to watch — And pray let 
me his Diſappointment be as unmerciful as poſſible; it will 
the ſooner reconcile him to Thoughts of Matrimony, which 
ub· is the Deſign of the whole Scheme; and, as for my Part, 
rs ince you talk'd of playing your Cards, Pll warrant you 
I ſhan't loſe my Ten. 
Tom. That 's my pretty Mal — Come kiſs me, and 


ns, chen let's about our Buſineſs, [ Kiſſes her. 
es; 

ere AIR XIX. Robin ſhore in Har'ſt. 

hat Mal. Thus two Birds, when join d, 


Fly about the Foreſt, 
Seeking where to —4 
Fog to build their Neſt. 


| II. 
Seek all around it, 
Until they ve found it, 
And, when they've bound it, 
Down they ſit to reſt. 
i . I. 
om. Thus, my pret al, 
If hi . miſcarried, 
End our Troubles ſhall, 
And we will be married, 


ken . IV 

(Both. Youth is faſt running, 

to Old Age is coming, , 

der Let's then be cunning, 

ou To diſpatch it faſt. Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. Buckram's Houſe. A covered Table 


with Supper upon it, and à large Bowl of Punch upon 
another. 


Enter Jean Buckram, ſinging. AIR 
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AIR XX. King of Damaſcus. 


How will my Heart then leap with Fo | 
When I = = horn' d Creature, . f 
Minding nothing but vain Joys; 
All bis Life but Pain. p 
Whilſt I enjoy Store of Treaſure, = « 
Neither whining nor repining, I 
But my Life all full of Pleaſure, 
| | — muſt ſtill remain. 


Since Knights are raviſh'd with my Favour, 
Each contending who ſhall have ber, 
I'll be modeſt in Behaviour, 
Store of Wealth to gain. 
[Looking ar herſelf in a Glaſs. 


Methinks I look charmingly ro Day— bur ſo I always 
do, elſe why would a Kniglit, ſuch a fine Gentleman— 
and fo good a Judge of every Thing — fall in Love with 
me Bur I muſt own he has a good Taſte— Well, I don't 
believe any Woman upon Earth could have done more. I 
ſtood our againſt two Attacks, but it was impoſlible to 
withſtand the Third, eſpecially as I had the Temptation oi 
ſo much Money — Ay, and that was irreſiſtible My 
Charms, I really think, are prodigiouſly inticing—but 
yet I may thank my own Cunning for Pare of the Money 
for I wrought him up nicely. O! how I tickled him 
But mum for that; here comes our Company. 


Enter Buckram introducing Cook, Butler, and Coachman. 
Buck. ſings. Un 


AIR XXI. Let's be jovial. 0 
Ducks and Hens, and ſumptuous Living, er 
Punch, with all its Joys, are here: 
Feel my Heart feel how *tis heaving 
With Deſire to taſte our Chear. 


Buck. Come, my Lads, let's fall too hang Ceremony. 
Omnes. Ay, ay, hang Ceremony, [They Fell on. Buck- 
am devours greedily, | Coach, 
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Coach. Bur, Buckram, they tell me that you can eat and 
ſing both at once. Come, prithee let's have a Song. 
uck. Faith they do me Juſtice there, for I never ſing 
better than when I am eating, becauſe I ear very flow — 
and I will give you a Looking at his Wife) but my Wife 
can ſing a great deal better than I can do. 
Jean. But ſince the Company deſires it, you may ſing a 


Song, Sandy. ; | 
Buck, May I, Troth with all my Heart. [ ſongs. 


AIR XXII. Auld Sir Simon the King. 
In Berwick there liv'd a young Maid, 
Whoſe Beauty outſhone the Day, 
She was by a Youngſter betray'd, 
Who led the poor 3 aſtray. 
1 


And when ſome Years had paſt, 
And Beauty had yielded its Charms, 
She paſt for a Maiden at laſt, | 
In a filly old Batchelor's Arms. | 
[A Knock at the Door. 


N Stop a little, Sandy, till I anſwer the Door. [Exiz. 
uck. Oho, I can tell you who it will be; it is Mr. Tho- 
as, for I invited him, and he 2 to come, and 1 
iſn it may, with all my Heart, for he's a merry Fellow, I 
an tell you. | 
Enter Jean and Tom. * 
Jean. Youſee, Mr. Ibomas, we are all very merry. 
Onmes. Honeſt Mr. Thomas, welcome. 
Tom. That's my merry Lads, I'm glad to ſee you, up- 
n my Word. | 
Buck. ¶ Riſing] Will you pleaſe to take my Sear, ¶ ſitting 
own] but this is at the Foot of the Table. Pray, Gentle- 
nen, make Room above there. Jean brings him a Seat, 
he fits down. 
Jean. Come, come, fall to; you ſce we are all buſy, Sir. 
Im. Thank you, Mris. Buckram, and ſo J will. [falls to. 
Jean. And, Sandy, do you go on with your Song. 
Buck. Troth and ſo I will, Feany, bur I believe I had 
ſt begin it again. | 
c AIR 
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AIR XXIII. Dito. 
In Berwick there — 4 young Maid, &c. 
en firſt the poor Puppy began 
To court her, he „ Tae 4 Page, 
e danc'd and he frisk'd, and he ſung, 
And deny d * of his Age. 


And when he had gained her Will, 
She clapt the Horns upon his Head; 
Lord pity the filly old Fool, | 
But there's Hundreds alive, tho* he's dead. Je 
[After the Song, they all riſe and ſing the Chorus 
Buck. And now, Gentlemen, I think we are very wel 


ſup'd. I hope we ſhall come at our Punch next — Shall! 
fill up—{Fean frowns] Gentlemen, Shall my Wife fill uf Bi 


the Glaſſes > | 
Fean. Gentlemen, I preſume I may. 
Omnes. O, yes, to be ſure. [She fills the Glaſſe 


| Tom. Now, Gentlemen, ler us have all the Company 

Healths for the firſt Toaſt. 

 Onnes. All the Company's Healths. [Drinks Je: 
Buck. Od, it has a ſavoury Taſte. Bur whoſe Heal 

ſhall we drink next— for I love to drink Healths. 


| [Jean fill 
Cook. Faith, III tell you, we'll drink Liberty and Pre 
perry, and no Exciſe, [They take up the Glaſſes By 


Butler. Nay, Gentlemen, pray excuſe me there — fe 
my Maſter is a Courtier, and I will not do that. 
Tom. Pooh! Never quarrel about that. Do you co 
ſider that you are no Body's Servant juſt now — beſides, ! Je: 
Stateſman himſelf can be honeſt over a Bottle. Come, let 
have the Health. | | 
.. Onmes. Liberty, &c. [Al drink, Jean fills agat 
Buck. Now, Gentlemen, ſuppoſe we ſhould rake 0 Bu 
Breath a little; and if my Wife and the Company pleaſe 
ſhe and I ſhall entertain the Company with a new Catch. 
Onmes. Ay, ay, pray do, Mris. Buckram. | 
enn. Well, Gentlemen, ſince you deſire it ſocarneſtl\ 
I'II do it, and fo, Sandy, your Part is firſt, begin _ He: 
. HC » £ 
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AIR XXIV. Befly Bell and Mary Gray. 
Buck. Dear Nelly thou art the Queen of our Plai 
And the Nymphs about envy thee; 
I ſcorn their Power, to none I complain 
But to thee, and proy do not deny me. 


Im Robin, well known to the Country round, 
And my Favour is always intreated ; | 
: Deſigns with Succeſs have always been crown'd. 
e — them 2 defeated. N 
Jean. Then, prithee now, Robin, vaunting no more, 
And begone to thoſe Nymphs you have gained; 
Let every poor Slut, who inclines, be your Whore, 
But, for my Part, 1 — IF diſdam it. . 
Buck. Then farewel, Miſs Saucy, nor caſt ſuch an Air, 
For a Whore tho I meant not to _ 
There ave Twenty of thoſe as handſom and fair, 
So farewel for I henceforth forſake ye. 


AIR XXV. Bartholomew Fair, 
Jean. Ab! Robin, why ſo quickly do you haſte away? 
TI meant not what I ſaid, ſo pray now ſtay ; | 
Robin forſake me, where, then, will poor Nelly fly, 
Pl] — go — no — where — elſe, but here I' die. 


AIR XXVI. Hay Makers. 
Buck. Smile, 2 my pretty Nell, for this was but to try 
of 


Age ſhall not ſee the Time, when Robin will deny thee. 


33 


Jean. 4h did you know but how ſincerely I adore you, 


How many were deſpis'd that figh'd and kneel'd be- 
fore me. 3 
II. 


Buck, Nelly's Eyes, with Surpriſe, 

Made the Swains rang; 0 to riſe; 
While they figh'd away ' 6X fies; 

In vain they did implore you. | 
[All dance to the Tune. 
Coach. Faith, that was well done; but let's have t'other 
Health. * [ All take their _ 
om, 
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Tom. Confuſion to all Knaves, and every one his own 

Miſtris's Health. 6 A 
Omnes. Confuſion, & c. [Drink, 
Jean. Sandy, do you, take the Charge of the Bow] 

for I am quite wearied. 2 
Buck. [Running to the Bow!) Pray, Gentlemen, don) 

you think my Wife is a ſweer Creature? ¶ Fills the Glaſſes 
and fits down by the Bowl; he puts it to his Head 
Tom. Now, Gentlemen, ſince the Healths are fairly be. 
un, I think it would be very proper to chuſe a Preſes in 
e Company. 

Ommes. Ay, ay, a Preſes in the Company. 

. Buck. ¶ Taking the Bowl from his Head] Ay, ay, a Preſe 
in the Company. [Drinks. 
Coach. And I don't think there can be a properer Per. 

ſon for the Purpoſe, than the Landlord of the Houſe, fo 

he's a Man of Learning, I can tell you. | 
[I Buckram zaking the Bowl from his Head 
Buck. Yes, Faith, with all my Heart, for I am 2 Ma: 
of Learning, as you — (his Wife fromns] but pray, Gent]: 
men, would not my Wife do a great deal better, for ſhe' 

a Man of Learning too, I can tell you. | Drinks again. 
Butler. You mean, a Woman of Learning, you Fool; 

but a Woman can't be Preſes in a Company. 

[Buckram rahing the Bowl from his Head, and tip. 

Bucſe. A Woman, did you ſay — ay, to be ſure. 

am a Man, that's one Thihg, and Mr. Thomas, I hop 
ou will ſtand by me To-mghr, and I'll ftand by you 
o-morrow — Do you only obſerve my Wife there 
how dreadful ſhe looks, when there 1s any Piece of Ho- 
nour to be put upon me. I am bloodily afraid of her, buſÞon 
if you will keep her off, you ſhall ſee What a brave Felloy 

I ſhall be. [Runs behind him and drinks. 
Tom. O, never mind that, Man; Mris. Buckram, is a ver! 

peaceable Woman. Standing between Sandy and her, 
Jean. I aſſure you, Gentlemen, tis contrary ro my In 

clination to diſturb your Company; bur — don't raik 
my Corruptions — you _ 

[Sandy /tarts, and ſets down the Bowl. 

Buck. You ſee ſhe will talk; bur pray, Gentlemen, knov 

me as his Majeſty, your — Preſes, and, in Deference t 

my Greatneſs, take up your Glaſſes, and let my Health g 

round, | Ones 
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wall Omnes. The Preſes's Health in a Bumper. Huzza ! We 
int Buck. Now, Mr. Coachman, by the Authority of a Pre- 


es, I order you to ſing that Song which you have, to tge 
Tune of the new Minuer -— for I love ſinging and drink- 
on ing with all my Heart. | Drinks. 


fe Coach. You ſhall have that in a Moment. Sings. 


AIR XXVII. Miſs Mac Leod's Minuet. 
Wine, Wine, Wine, that chears the Soul, | 
Drowns every Thought — but fill up the Bowl. 
While drinking, no thinking, while drinking, &c. 
While drinking we re frees from all Controul. 

I 


Free from tormenting Cupid's Pains, 

Scorning to wear Celia's Chains. 

If ſhe's coy, coy, flill coy, coy, 

Fet coy, coy, ſtill coy, coy, 

return her Frowns with Diſdain. 

If fre will not, why, I care not; If ſhe will not, &c. 
If ſhe will not, I'll find another, and ber refrain. 


70M [In the Time of this Dong, Buckram drinks once or 
Dol; twice, and gets drunk] 
Coach. Gentlemen, this is one of the neweſt Songs in 


Town. I got it as a great Compliment from one of your 
Wrcar Beaux Violets de Chambre. 

Buck. IT agree with you altogether, Sir; and now, as ! 
alue Nobody, but ſtill you muſt ſtand by me, Mr. Tho- 
was — I fay, as I value Nobody, I'll give you my own 
Pong, which is juſt my Condition. | 
Coach. Ay, ay, let's have it. Buckram ſings. 


AIR XXVIII. Emperor's March. 
Come, merry Fellows, toſi the Cups about; 
Let dull Philoſophers Myſteries find out, 
Let them all confuſe their Souls 
About they know not what, 

Whilſt we the Day ſpall drink away — in Pleaſure. 
II 


Thus we are furniſh'd againſ! all ſhocking Cares, 
And thus we will drown all trembling Thoughts of Fear pA 1 
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And he . 2 Lie, 
Reaſon of a ſcolding Wife, 
2 bim take Heart, 2 _ her Buff — ſeverely, 
As for my omm Part, I have 4 Wife at Home, 
Whoſe practis d in the Devil's Arts, and fears not what's 
to come; | 
Til vow and ſwear no Man can bear 
Her naſty ſcolding Tongue, | 
et ſbe preſumes to beat ny Buff — ſeverely. 


But, brave Boys, I'll be no more a Slave, 

And I'll flir 4 Courage, ou fee how I behav; 
O, Til tame 75 and lay ber Pride, 

Then tell her that I can't abide © | 

"The Stuff ſpe prattles by my Side, — ſo boldly, 


Jean. | Pulls out her Whip, and runs at Buckram] I cat 
bear ir no longer. Get out of my Houſe, you Raſcal. ' 
. Tom holds her, Buckram rums to the Door 
Back. Treaſon, Treaſon, againſt his Majeſty himſel! 
Pray, Gentlemen, guard your Preſes. 1 — fing. 


AIR XXIX. Drummore's Rant. 
Begome in Haſte, you naſty Slave, 
Or elſe your Head you ſhall not ſave 
From Two good Fiſts, which here N have, 
a Shall make you very ſad upon t. | 
Buck, In any Place I may grow rich, * an 
For with the Needle I can ſtitch; We 
So fare you well, you naſty — 
I hope you will run mad upon t. 
| [All run out except Fear, 


Jean. Now, I think the Coaſt is clear, and *ris juſt + 
bout the Time that Sir Robert promis'd to come. I knov 
he's a Man of Honour, and will ſtand to his Word — 0 
how happy ſhall I be if he continues to love me, for! 
ſhall always have Money in Abundance, and live plent! 
fully, and that fooliſh Puppy, my Husband, ſhall neve 
know how I come by it. 1815 
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AIR XXX. Dribles of Brandy. : 
When I'm caroufing all the Day, 
What care I what comes of Sandy ? 
E'en let him do whatſoever he may, 


Pm for a Poſſet of Brandy. 


If I turn tipſy, and ſeold bim well, 
May be hell call me a Randy ; 
But, if he likes, he 7 hang himſelf, 
0 
I 


at's 


Pm for a Poſſet oo 
When he gets drunk upon any Time 
ve; And my Command not por 20, | 
Tis among Soundrels not worth the While, 
And this js all he pretends to. : 


| * v. | 
Does it become ſuch a filly Knave 
Can Either to kiſs or command me, 
f Since that I can make a Knight my Slave, 
Jour, So that he cannot withſtand me. 
elf! | [A Knock at the Door, 


eark, Somebody knoc ks; it can be Nobody elſe but Sir 
obert. [ Exit, and Tom and Buckram appear at the Window. 
Tom. Now, Sandy, let us obſerye them, for I ſaw Sir 
Robert go to the Door this Inſtant. | 
Buck. — Lord have Mercy upon us, and will he horn 
e, doſt think? Bur really, Mr. Thomas, I know you are 
an honeſt Gentleman, and you can't in your Conſcience? an- 
wer to fee me cuckolded ro my Face. 
Tom, Never mind that; there ſhall be no Fear of that, 
Pur you muſt be ſure ro do exactly whatever I defire 
Buck. Yes, yes, I'll warrant you for that. 
Jom. But buſh, here they come. © + 


| 2 Enter Sir Roberr and Jean. h | c 
nov Fear. I hope, Sir Robert, you will excuſe me, for in- 
- 0,Froducing you into this naſty confus d Room, bur the Bed 
or n the other is not juſt in ſuch Readineſs as I would have ir, 


and while you undreſs, I'll ſtep aſide a little, and make ir 
eady. But remember — * 


ing Sir. O, the Money you mean; hereir is, Child. 


Back. Yes, yes — and in a little Time my Horns will 
e plauted a Yard deep. „ 


Jean. 


1 


Somebody at the Door. 
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" Jean. You area very generous Gentleman, Sir Robert, al- 
—_ going about doing Acts of Charity; bur if you pleaſe 
to get ready, I'll be again in an Inſtant. [Laying down the 
Money in their View) I it will be ſafe enough there, I Ie 
— until I get a little more Time. [Afede. tt 
[Sir Robert begins to ſtrip, Jean goes out. a. 
Tom. Sandy, Sandy, get down and knock ar the Door, 
and I'll wait here, and ſee how they behave. 
Buck. Ay, ay, but you muſt ſtand by me, rho”. | 
1 Goes down, 
Tom. Never doubt that — Now would ſome lucky Hit 
of Fortune favour my Deſign — but we'll ſee what this 
produces. h [ 4 Knock at the Door. 
Enter Jean haflily, 
Fean. Alas, Sir Robert, whar we do? there is 


Sir. Have you no Place that I might be conceal'd in? 

| | [Knocks again. 

Jean. Troth, that's well thought on, there is a large 
Cheſt in the Cloſet, which will hold you; haſte, come into 
it, and T'Il lock it upon you. 

Sir. With all my Heart. Exeunt. Still knocking. Wor 
"Tom. Sandy, hearkye, Man. I've got a Project in my 
Head, which will nettle them bravely ; I'll about it im- 
mediately. [Goes down. 

Enter Jean running acroſs the Stage. | 

Jean. Coming, coming. | Exi#, and returus with Buck- 
— So you ſay you muſt carry home Mr. Rover's Clothes. 
Well, give me the Key where they ly, and I'll fetch them to 
E l muſt not ſay any more juſt now, for Sir Robert is 
hearing me. | Act. 

Buck. Here it is. 1 Jean] I have given her a wrong 
Key, according ro Mr. Thomas's Direction. 

Enter Tom with two Porters, to the Cloſet. : 

Tom; Take this in all Diſpatch, and carry it to Sit 
Robert Careleſs*s Lodgings ; deliver it to the Servants, and 
tell itis foreign Goods for their Maſter, and I'll follow you 
immediately, and ſee you paid. [They take it up, and Exe- 
unt] Now, Sandy, do you undeceive her, give her the right 
Key, and ger the Clothes, and follow me. Exit Tom. 


Buck. (16 Jean within) Have you got the Clothes " 3 
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al- Jean. I can't find them, I fancy they muſt be in the 
aſe other Cheſt. : L 
the Buck, Well — here is the Key of ir, pray be quick, 
re, [Goes in a little, and gives her the Key] if I durſt but take up 
de. ¶ che Money — but I'll leave that until I am ready to run 
ut. away. 
or, _ Here they are, Sandy. 

ck. Have you lock'd the Cheſt > 
1 Not yet. 5 | 
| uck. Well, do it then, and give me the Key. [Exis Jean. 
lit WM Buckram throms off his Coat and Veſt, and puts on the fine 
his MW Clothes ; then takes up the Money] Let Rover go to the 
Devil, if he has a Mind for I'm a Gentleman, and I'll 
drink and ſwear with the beſt of them, {Exit Buckram. 


h Enter Jean. 
in? Jean. Here is your Key — What, gone already — Ha, 
in. my Money gone roo— Villain, Raſcal, if I had him, I'd 
rg0 pull out his Eyes. {Goes towards the Cloſet, and miſſes the 
nto NC he?! Loſt —undone, ruin'd, Heavens Death, Murder 

—— Robbery and Oppreſſion. PII ſearch over all the Town 


1g. Wor him; I'll make him pay for ir. Exit in @ Fury. 
my | 

m- SCENE V. Sir Robert Careleſs's Houſe. 

— | | 


Enter Lady Careleſs, Belinda, and Mal. 

ck- La. Care. Dear Belinda, I'm in ſuch a Condition, be- 
es. twixt Hope and Fefr, that, if I was not ſupporred by 
to Nyour good Company, I believe I ſhould fall into Vapours : 
; 15 But tell me, Belinda, don't you think that Men are {ad de- 
de, Nceiving Creatures? | 
20s WY Bel. Generally ſpeaking, Madam, I do; and I know 

hat there are a great many who make it a common Practice 

o make Love to every young Girl that will hear them, and 
Sir Whave a certain Pride in wearing, to Half a Dozen different 
Ones, what they deſign to perform to none of them. 

La. Care. True, indeed, Madam, we dught always to 
de very much upon our Guard, yet J ſincerely believe, that 
ght Ino Body has more Generoſity than Mr. Rover, and if once 
m. Ne was brought to be reconcil'd with Matrimony, he would 
? ake you exceedingly happy ; but, as for my own Parr, 
a". my Hopes are exceedingly ſmall, - [gs 
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| AIR XXXI. Cuſtom prevailing. 


In chufing 4 Husband, I ſure have been blind, 
Aud in trying Methods to prove bim, 
For were be nat cruel, unconſtant, unkind, 
There's no Mortal, fave, but would love him. 


But when he looks on me with ſuch a Diſdain, 
My Heart it ſwells high, tho* I ſcorn to complain; 
bare and deteſt Marriage Vows to profane, 

But his Carriage would tempt one to follow him. 


Bel. Nay, Madam, ir muſt be own'd a Temptation, ye 
I know your good Senſe will carry you above it, and I ar 
ſtill in Hopes, that Affairs will be brought ro a happy Cor 
cluſion: Bur we are forgerring the main Buſineſs. Mal 
my Dear, have you got every Thing in Readineſs for th 
Reception of your Gueſt > 

Mal. Ay, ay, Madam, I warrant you for that, and 
fancy it is juſt about «he Time; for I hear Tom very bu Ba 
with the Servinrs, in the other End of the Lodging; bur 
muſt be gone to my Poſt at the Gate, where I am to met 
Mr. Rover, to direct him the wrong Way, and wheneve 
I have done that, I'll be with you immediately. [ Exi 
La. Care. Well, let's be gone to our Poſts, and wait th 
Event in the next Room, for I imagine the Affair js juſt: 
Hand. | . Exenm 


S CENE VI. Cook, Butler, Coachman, and To 
: landing beſide the Cheſs. 


24g ee. 


Butl. Od, I have ſtrong Curioſity to knoly hat is in i 

Coach. And I too. Come, we'll break ir up. 

Tom. Hold, hold Man, prithee don't talk fo loud 
No, no, we muſt not break ir up, leſt perhaps Sir Rob 
ſhould diſcover it; but I have a Gamlet in my Pocket, we" 
bore a Hole, and look in and ſee. 

Omnes. Ay, that will do beſt. 

| | [Tom bores, Sir Robert ſj 

Tom. Bleſs us, the Devil is in the Cheſt. 

Coach. Faith, I did hear ſomerhing move. Bur what he 

the Devil to do in our Houſe? No, no, it muſt * 

| | deſigni 
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deſigning to rob us, and they have ſent one of their Number, 
concealed in t his Cheſt, ro watch till we are all aſleep, and 
then to come our, and open the Doors to the reſt, 

Tom. Indeed, Nathaniel, I believe you have pueſs'd it; 
but however, that we ſhould be guilty of no Miſtake, I 
think it would be beſt ro watch it all Night, and, for my 
Part, you know I can't ſtay, bur I would have you three 
watch it Hour about, and while one watches, the other 
two will ſleep in the next Room, to be ready at a Call. 

Coach. It will do very well; but who ſhall fir up firſt > 

Butl. Well, we'll draw Cuts who ſhall do ir, and III 
make them. 9 
Jom. Ay, ay, that's the faireſt Way. 

Butl. Here they are Come, draw, the ſhorteſt Cut firs 
up. [They draw, it falls the Cook. 
Tom. Well, Nathaniel, you mult keep a ſtrict Eye about 

WW you, and if you hear the leaſt Noiſe, give the Alarm in a 

Moment. ; 

Butl. Come along Jack — and you can go out at the 

Back-Door [To Tom] but be ſure ro lock it behind you. 
Tom. I'll warrant you for that. Well, my honeſt Lads, 


= Farewel — If this don't do, the Devil ſhall be in*r. [ Afede. 
[Exeunt Tom. Coachman, and Butler. 


Or Cook. Whar, are they all gone, and left me to look at 
che Candle. No, no, I know better Things, but if I hear 


t Mebe leaſt Noiſe, I'll hollow our immediately. 
Dy down, and puts out the Candle. The Curtain drops. 
SC E N E VII. The Street before Sir Robert's Gate. 
Enter Buckram drunk, | 
wo Buck. /ings. 
gy AIR XXXII. Old Age and young. * 
- I have @ Wife at Home, | 
ny She is turn'd ſo bony, 
. A rich Knight has come | 
To give ber _ and Money ; 
| I. 
of And for this he laid 
ny An Obligation = her, 
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hene er ar was * 155 
To give him up onour : 
, 1. 


But let him do it, if he can, ; 
Poe made his Way to't thorny ; tin 
Still I proteſt I am a Man, 
And m) Head is noways horny. 
Fal, dal, &c. 


Euter Mal from the Gate. 

Mal. Softly, ſoftly, Mr. Rover, for the Servants Out 
all up, and I wou'd not have it known for the World. 
Buck. Hey-day, this is another Intrigue; I believe thy 
whole Town are intriguing To-night, and I'm taken fo 
Mr. Rover, one of the handſomeſt Fellows in Edinburgh #8 
bur ſince I have got Money in my Pocket, I muſt mini 
the Gentlewoman's Fee. Here Miſtris, [Gives her Mong 


take this as Earneſt of what you may expect. H 
Mal. Come along. Pray, Sir, let's make haſte, an]. 

I will ſhew you the Way to my Lady's Bed-Chamber ; Noi 

follow me. x . [Exeuntl N 


In the ſame Place enter Royer. 

Rov. Ha — what do I fee, the Gate open > This is pre 
digiouſly fortunate, and I hope I ſhall find the Way to her 
Bed-Chamber, bur when I come there, Whar's ro be done: 
Bur with Opportunity and Importunity, What's not to bf”? 
done? 


AIR XXXIII. Serenade. Awake thou faireſt Thing, Gr R 
Begone, all Fears, make Way for Pleaſure; 
Aid me, ye Powers, this Bliſs to gain; 
How then, with Tranſports, won d I ſeize her 
Cloſe in my Arms, her Lips to mine. 


When 7 what killing Graces 
Dart from every ſparkling Eye ? 
Love and Beauty in bh Face is, 


For her Charms Ten thouſand die. 
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SCENE IX. Lady Careleſs, Belinda, and Buckram 
| following Mally. 


Mal. Keep off, you filly Blockhead — What do you 
tink I have done, Ladies, bur inſtead of the One I waited 
or, I have got ſome naſty Pick-Pocker Slave — that has 
ur a Cheat upon me; and when I had diſcovered him, he 
yould not upon any Account be gone again? Bur, pray, 
hat are you Sir > — Who begot you, Sir > — And what 
zuſineſs have you here 2 — If you don't give a diſtinct Ac- 
Aal ount of yourſelf, let me die a Maid, you Scoundrel, if I 
lon'r 5 out your Eyes. | | 

Buck. Hicup — Demme, Madam, I'm no Taylor — 
am a Gentleman, and that E may know by my Swear- 


3; and as for my Buſineſs here, it you pleaſe to let me 
now / the Lady who is ro — Hicup. [A Noiſe without, and 


crying. 
Without. Tlneves! Thieves 
La. Care. Ha, that muſt certainly be our Cue — What 
oiſe 1s that without there? | : 
Without. Thieves, Thieves, Madam, were coming to 
ob the Houſe, and we have catched one of them. 
La. Care. Hold him faſt, and bring him forward 
zo Belinda] it can be no other but he. Now, I hope we 
gave him ſure. | 
iter Servants with Rover. Whene'er they look at bim they let 
him go. 
IIIa. Care. and Bel. Ha! . Rover, how's that, pray > 
e Rov. Upon my Word, Ladies, all that I have to ſay is, 
That it was juſt a Piece of Miſtake, that happened by your 
are being open, and when I camein, I happened ro ſtum- 
le over one of theſe Fellows in the Dark — So they cal- 
d our, Thieves, and brought me where I am — And it 
__ me into ſuch a Confuſion, that I don't know what 
o ſay. 
Bel. Why, Sir, there is no Occaſion for any Excuſe, ' 
nd the Blame is not upon you, for here is an impudent Fel- 
ow, that has not only come in at the Gate, bur rudely came 
unning into this Room, and would not be gone again, up- 
n any Account. | | 
NEW Buck. Hicup — — Ki my Soul, Mr. Rover, I have been 
ſeeking you all the Townover — to deliver your Codes 
| | an 
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and now, ſince I have found you — you may take them, 
[Throws them off, and runs out. 

Rov. Poor Buckram has got himſelt drunk, and it is a 
very common Thing for him, upon theſe Occaſions, to 
commit ſuch Blunders : But, Ladies, I muſt the Fa. 
vour of you to give the Clothes Lodging for this Night, 
and againſt To-morrow I ſhall do myſelf the Honour to 
wait upon you, and make my Excuſe in the beſt Manner! 
can ; unril then, Ladies, adieu. Exit, 

La. Care. and Bel. Sir, your humble Servant. Lights 
there, down Stairs. 

La. Care. But what is it that has put you all into ſucha 
Confuſion this Night. [To the Servants. 

Coach. An't pleaſe your Ladyſhip, there is a Cheſt in 
the next Room, that was ſent here this Night, under rhe 
Name of foreign Goods for Sir Robert, bur from ſome 
Noife which we heard in it, we concluded it to be a Thief 
in the Cheſt, deſigning to rob the Houſe, yer we were afraid 
to break it up, leaſt it ſhould be a Miſtake, and while we 
watched ir, this Gentleman happened to come, and being 
dark we rook him for a Thief. 

La. Care. Well, I commend your Diligence — bur 
and bring the Cheſt here, and we will put it out of D 
immediately. Exeunt Servants. 

Mal. Now I'll lay my Life upon't, that this Cheſt is 
ſomething of Tom's Contrivance; and ſo Ladies let us be 
upon our Guard. 

Enter the Servants with the Cheſt. 

Butl. An't pleaſe your Ladyſhip, it is very heavy. Shall 
we break it up ? 

La. Care. Ay, ay, to be ſure, we will ſee what's in it. 
[They break it up, out ſtarts Sir Robert, and mhene er the 

Servants obſerve him, they run out. 

Sir. Ha! What do I fee, in my own Houſe kept Pri- 
ſoner by my own Seryants ! This is prodigiouſly ſtrange. 

La. Care. and Bel. Ha, ha, ha | 

Sir. Belinda and my Wife here roo, nay, then, upon my 
Word, Ladies, I can'r ſtand your rallying juſt now. [ Exit. 

Bel. Ha, ha, ha! Well, FE han't been ſo diverted this long 
While. Iom is one of the rareſt Fellows that ever I knew. 
Doft know where he is, Maly)? *Twere a Pity not to let 
him know the Succelſs. . * 
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em, | Mal. Yes, yes, Madam, I have him conceal'd in a lit- 
aut. tle Room below Stairs. Do you think that all this could 
is a ¶ have been managed without me. Tom, Tom, come out of 
to your Hole. ¶ Calls at the Door] He will be here in an Inſtanr, 
Fa. Madam. O, he's 9 
hr, Lo. Care. Well, ſo far nothing could have happened 
to better. Bur here comes the Contriver. 

. Enter Tom. 

Tom. Now, Ladies, I wiſh you Joy, for I have over- 
heard every Thing that has been done, and my Brain is 
pregnant with ſome ul pings which I expect to accompliſh 
&er this Day be at an End, in a Marriage and Agreement. 

Bel. Why, really, Tom, you have performed every Thing 
ſo well, that ir would be doing you Imuſtice to doubt any 
—_ you promiſe ; but this is ſomerhing ſo ſtrange, that I 
can't help enquiring into the Means how it is to be done. 
Tom. Well, Madam, you ſhall be farisfied, before we 
aid part, as to that. But, Ladies, I muſt beg Leave to ask 
we you a Queſtion, whether or not you have as much Faith to 
ing put in me, as to truſt me with the managing of two Ler- 

ters, one of which I would have writ from Lady Careleſs to 
Mr. Rover, the other from Madam Belinda to Sir Robert. 
hr Bel. Nay, for my Parr, ſince I have gone ſo far, I won'r 
ts. ſtop at that. What do you ſay, Couſin 2? 
is Ia. Care. Ay, to be ſure, we'll ſtand it to the laſt, now. 
be Tom. Upon my Word, Ladies, I'm Bed to hear it; 
and as they have both got pretty ſevere Diſappointments 
already, to give them another, while they are out of Hu- 
Amour, may add a great deal ro our Deſign of reclaiming 
them; ſo, if you will pleaſe ro withdraw into the next 
it. Room, where we will 75 Pen, Ink, and Paper, I'll give 
he you an Account of my Plot. | 
it. Bel. With all my Heart; and now, Couſin, lend me your 
i- Hand. | Sings. 
| AIR XXXIV. Fohn come kiſs me now. 
' When Sol from the Weſt, as @ Charioteer, 


y Drives away to the Eaſt with a ſwift Career, 

7 Then Darkneſs ſurrounds the neighbouring Plains, 
4 And alone is t - for intriguing Defigns. 

. . 

er Some play the Lover's Part, 


= And try a cunning Art, | 7 
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| To gain the thoughtleſs Virgiws Love, 


He vows and ſwears, by all above, 
No falſe inconſtant wx to prove. 


Fa But if you refign your Treaſure in Store 
, 155 K 5 4 with Wine he calls you p Whore, 
Then toſts up a Health, and let's them know 


"Twas you whom 12 and you do ſo and ſo. 


L. Care. and Bel. Then let us join, my Dear, _ 
And of all thoſe Arts beware, 
Nor mind what flatt'ring Creatures ſay, 
5 Oaths they cbeat, the Fair betray, 
But gained once they ſcorn our Sway. 


End of the Second Act. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Rover 's Lodgings. Enter Rover. 


3 Rover. 

Urſe on my Stars, am I ar laſt outwited by a Woman, 
$ and made the Sport and Prey. of filly Slaves; nay, 
What was worſe, expoſed to publick Shame, and with 
Confuſion ſtand with down downcaſt Looks, and faintly I Ca 
tell them, that T was miſtaken > — In what was I miſta- pr 
ken? What can they think or judge was my Deſign > Bur III 
ſtill, I can't help thinking there is a Trick at the Bottom I my 
of ir, and 1 cheared me; if it be ſo, confound the No 
policed Jade, I'll have no more to do with her. [Sings. Nane 


Te 

AIR XXXV. Green Sleeves. 5 

| "RE 

The er tells you, cheat none ſbou d; f 
The Parſon ſays, ah, be not proud; fan 
The Doctor ſwears, take Pills they re good ; hay 


But none of them do as theyyſay. 
8 II. Thut 
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"x 
Thus we who boaſt of Liberty, 
When from the A of Beauty free, 
We truſt ſome filly ſenſeleſs ſhe, 

And ſo become her Prey. 


| Enter a Servant with a Letter. 
Fe Serv. Sir, here is a Letter, which was deſired to be deti- 
yered to you immediately. 

Rov. Does he wait for an Anſwer. 


Serv. No, Sir. [ Exit. 
Rov. Reads. . 
MM '$rn, 


WHEN you look at the Subſcription, you muſt un- 
doubtedly be ſurpriſed to 7 me do any Thing ſo much out 
of Character as this. But when Mally informed me of 
the ' dreadful Diſappointment that happened you this laſt 
Night, by Buckram having on your Clothes, it prevail d 
aon me to do ſomething in Return; and if you will pleaſe 
to give yourſelf the Trouble to call at the Back- Door, 
within an Hour and a Half hence, there will one attend 
you who ſhall give me the Honour of your Company, and 
by that Time. all ſhall be in Readineſs for your Reception. 
This is all from 

Edinburgh, 12th June, Yours, | 

Three in the Morning. | CELIA. 


Can I truſt my Eyes, and believe this is real > Or is it the 
Production of an empty Brain > — Ha! I have it ſtill — 
I ſee it, and can read it, and it muſt beſo. Then hence, 
my Fears, I'll doubt no more. Bur let me confider, Three 
o'Clock, [looking on his Watch) it 1s not much 5 it, 
and it is an Hour and a Half until the Time. ! *ris 
Ten thouſand Years. 


an > r 1% = S& 


—— 
- 


Enter Tom. | 
Rov. Well, Tom, have you any News? | 
Tom. None other, Sir, than Yeſterday's Challenge. I 

tancy, Sir, it will be Time we were preparing, for T 

have my two Champions to ſeek out yet. | 
Rev. Well, Tem, I have juſt an Hour lyes heavy upon 
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my Hands; and as Tam obliged in Honour to attend him 
I don't care much tho' I do ſpend it that Way. 

Tom. Then, Sir, if you pleaſe, I'll be gone, and ger all 
Things in Readineſs — You know the Time exactly. 


Rov. I'll attend you to an Inſtant, [Exit Tom] and 
this Affair, I hope, will divert me a little, till theſe redious t 


+ .w 


Moments are at an End. Sigi © 
AIR XXXVI. Tl range around the Shady Bowers. © 
Thus when a Sailor has endur d | F 


A Storm at Sea, with Toil inur d, 
His Courage bold again to try, 
Sets ont to Sea, nor =_ to die. 


Thus fraught with Love, to Celia's Arms * 
PII fly, nor think, but on ber Charms ; 
ortune ſinile, then happy I, 

not, I'll ſcorn the Sex 72 ay. Exit. 

SCENE II. A Tavern, Sir Robert and Trimmer, 
Wine, &c. fo 
Sir. Faith, Mr. Trimmer, I think myſelf very lucky, in C 
m a Friend ſo early; to comfort me; for, I canal 07 


you, I have been but indifferently treat this laſt Night, fur 
and ſo, Sir, my humble Service 2 * 
Trim. Truly, Sir, tho? I muſt t you for your Com · I ,,, 
pliment, there are a great many that think my Compa-· I 4g. 
ny very agreeable ; and as to your meeting me ſo early, II „a 
cod, {can tell you, I had ſuch important Affairs upon I 60 
my Hand — that I could not lie a-Bed. ; 
Sir. How, Sir why, you han'r been four and twen- 
ty Hours in Town yer, — and ſo deeply engaged already 
—— How's that, pa for I don't * it? 
Trim. Sir, I don't deſign you ſhou'd — tor J hate to 
vaunt of any Thing — But, to convince you of the Truth 
of it you muſt know, that I have a Lady's Reputati- 
on upon my Hands this Morning, which I am to vindi- 
Que by expoſing my naked Body ta the Point of a drawn Su 
word—and immediately after I have . him, I thi 
have an Appointment with a fine palite Lady, who bath he: 
ſent me this Letter, which [Gives him à Letter] I = 
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my much pleas'd with, that fince ſhe lov'd me ar firſt Sight, 

I defign to return her Favour, alamode de France, and 
marry her at firſt Sight. 

Sir. Bur how do you know bur ſhe may be a Cheat? 
and Trim. No, no, Sir; I han't the leaſt Apprehenſion of 
ou that, for I am convinc'd that a Lady of ſuch a fine Taſte 
can never be a Cheat, and it is in vain to perſwade me 

to the contrary, for I'm reſolv'd upon't. 
8. Nay, Sir, I aſſure you I have no Plot in that at 
all. | 
| Enter @ Servant. 
Serv. Here is a Letter for you, Sir. [To Sir Robert. 
Trim. Did you look at the Direction? For I fancy it is 
to me. 
Serv. If your Name is Sir Robert Careleſs, it is, Sir. 
Trim. No, no, Mr. Andrew Trimmer is my Name. 
[Sir Robert #eads aſide. 


SIR, | 

Nel, YOU can't imagine how it vex d me, to ſee you put 0 
fo much lrouble this laſt Night, when I was ſo fooliſh as to 
imagine it might perhaps be upon my Account, and that you 
5 In had conceal d yourſelf in the Cheſt, 071 Purpoſe 20 have an 
tell Opportuniry with me, after all was aſleep. Ibis, Sir, I of- 
ht, I ſure you, has given me a great Deal of Uneafineſs, and 
will never be at Reſt until I bave the Happineſs of ſeeing 
om · ¶ you in the Chamber where I commonly ſleep, at your Houſe, 
pa- againſt half an Hour after fix, at which [ime every Ob- 
„I. ſtacie in your Way ſhall be remov d, and you ſtall find an 

pon eaſy, kind, and dark Reception. I his is all from, | 


en- Yours, BELINDA. 


ady 
P. S. The Shutters of the Windows are all cloſes. + 
to | | 
uth Edinburgh, june 12. 
ati- 3 in the Morning. 
di- | 


un Surpriſingly ſtrange — by Heaven ir ſtuns me, and no- 

, 1 E wou'd convince me it was ſhe, if I did not know 

* her Hand as well as I do my own — Bur let me conſider 

* more deliberately upon the — — Faith, Mr. Trimmer, 
* 1 


I was 


4 


BUCKRAM in Armour. 


50 


I was *. ro have ſtay'd for an Hour, or ſo, and ta- kr 
ken a Glaſs wirh you, but there is ſomething in this Let- at 
ter which calls for immediate Arrendance, and I hope 
you will excuſe me. * 
Trim. Nay, Sir, you are very welcome; for I cou'd fi 
not ſtay above five Minutes longer myſelf ; and ſo, Sir, j 
pleaſe ro rake * Glaſs, and let's be gone. hi 
Sir. With ali my Heart, Sir. Succeſs to us both. | 
Drinks. Þ 
8 Trim. [Throws down Money) Will you pleaſe to walk, I a! 
ir? 
Sir. Pooh — hang Ceremony among Friends. [Exeunt. ¶ cc 
SCENE III. The Sees. Buckram meeting Ton f. 
| and Trimmer. 10 
ſh; 


Buck. Gentlemen, well mer — Well, are we to go a- up 
bout this Affair? I hate this tedious waiting. Why, II ch 
have kill'd half a Score in leſs Time. But where is my y 
Armour? For I can't fight unleſs I be dreſt like a Hero, 
becauſe I always bchave like one Where is't, I ſay ? 

Tom. Juſt at Hand here. Bring forward the Armour, 
Friend. Come, Mr. Buckram, and I'll equip you. 

[Dreſſes him in Armour. H. 

Buck. Ay, with all my Heart. Sir, it is a Dreſs tha: Bi 
becomes me very much; every Body allows thar—Faith, 
this Coat, methinks, does very well; and for the Sword, 
it is an incomparable good one. | 

Trim. Sir, i can promiſe upon the Sword. Bur will 
you pleaſe to draw it, and look at it. 

Buck. Draw it, Sir — What, do you think I can't 
judge of a Sword without drawing of it 2—1 find you 
don't know me, Sir; for I have ſo much Practice off tc 
Swords, that I can tell you exactly a good or bad Sword, 
by looking at irs Scabbard. 5 - 

Trim. Sir, I beg your Excuſe; it is juſt my Ignorance ne 
in the Thing. 


Tom. Ah, Sir, he's a ſtrange Fellow. But how do you 10 
like yourſelf now, Mr. Buckram ? -. _— 

Buck. Now, Sir, I'm a King, and my Perſon is fa 5, 
cred ; for I dare any Man to touch it. [Struts about] But a 


pray, Gentlemen, before we proceed any further, od nl 
| 28 


. 
— 
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ta- ¶ know the Conditions of the Fight, and how many Men 
et-. are to be murder'd. | 
Opel Tom. Thar I will; but you muſt rake Care to com- 

„mit no Murder, there is only one Fellow whom we de- 
ud fign ſhou'd be deſperately hurt; but pray, Mr. Buckram, 
dir, I beg of you to fave his Life, poor Fellow; don't kill 

him altogether. | 
Buck. Why, Sir, if I be to engage with but one at a 
r. Time, I cannot promiſe ; bur I'll do whar I can rooblige 
ik, a Friend. | 
Tom. Well, that's very kind; but I hope he ſhan'r 
nt. come within the Reach of your Sword; for I expect Mr. 
Trimmer (hall put him to Flight. But what I think wou'd 
om be the beſt Way of proceeding, is, that we thou'd all go 
to the Place a little before the Time, and Mr. Buc ram 
ſhall conceal himſelf upon one Side of you, and myſelf 
2" upon the other, ſo that you ſhall courageouſly appear in 
» IN the Field alone — for, I really believe, if any of them 
my were to ſee Mr. Buckram, they wou'd run away, and then 
T0} you ſhou'd nor have the Honour of drubbing him. 
Trim. I love the*Prapoſal very. much; bur, if you 
UN pleaſe, Sir, I incline thar Mr. Buckram ſhou'd be exceed- 
ingly near, leaſt perhaps the Fellow ſhou'd take it in his 
., Head ro engage, and then, you know, I can thift a little 
ha Bir of Ground, and touch him — and then-— 
my Buck. And then— | 
rd, I, like a hungry Lyon to his Prey, | | 
Will riſe and tear him; but let's haſte away. [Exennt. 


SCENE IV. Lady Careleſs, Belinda and Mal. 


Bel. Did Tom let you know the Means how this was 
to be done? 
Mal. Ves, Madam, that I am thoroughly inſtructed. 
in; and PÞ'll warrant you it ſhall be manag'd well enough; 
never trouble yourſelf ro enquire into the Means, but wait 
with Patience until you ſee the Event, and then we will 
tell. you the Manner how it was effected. 5 
Bel. Well, Couſin, all that I ſhall ſay, is, Heaven pro- 
ſper us, poor deſperate Wretches — for to be ſure this 1s | 
desperate Attempt —and if you pleaſe, my Dear, fince - + 


W 
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we have a few ſpare Moments, we'll divert ourſelyes with 
a Song. | 

. Ke Wich all my Heart, and then we'll 7 to 
pur Cloſer. | [ Bel. ſings, 


AIR XXXVII. Miſs Lenoe's Minuet. 
Why does he fly me, when I love, 

And love him with a fond Deſire ; 
If he doubts my Paſſion, let him prove 
My Heart ſincere, »w "uy on Fire, 


In my Breaſt, ſee how 1 ”= preſt, 
| —_ find = Reſt, fr 7 Tip 
1 of the wiſh'd for Joys poſſeſt, 
Tell me, ye Powers, then 1 be fo bleſt? 


It: becauſe I love you, that you ſcorn, 

And leave my Heart to figh and mourns 

phon are determined to diſdain, 
And take a Pleaſure in giving Pain, 


Love. ſure, ts blind; for now I fn 
That your Mind 


IJ not, by half, ſo ſweet and kind . 
As I expedited it to find. 


Come, Couſin, let's away ; and, Mally,be upon your Guard. 

Mal. Ves, Madam, IIIl warrant you for that; and if I 
don't manage it handſomly, I'll henceforth quit my Skill 
in any Thing of Intrigue. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. The Duke's Walk, Trimmer, Tom and 
Buckram, as before. 


* Tom. Now, Gentlemen, let us make all Haſte to place 

ourſelves in Battle Array; for it is the Time appointed, 
almoſt ro an Inſtant, and the Enemy will be upon us. 

Buck. Lord, how I tremble — but, Mr. Thomas, I hope 

re is no Danger. - [ Afode. 

© Tom, Never fear, Sandy — ſtand it out bravely to the 

laſt ; and take my Word you ſhan t receive apy Harm 


— — — 
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Buck. Nay, then, Mum for that. [To Trimmer] Say, Mr. 


Trimmer, what Wing of the Army am I to engage? For 
there is nothing like being in one's Place a little before the 


Time. 


Trim. Exactly five Yards behind me there you muſt ly 
down cloſe to the Ground, fo that, if I ſhou'd happen to 
have Occaſion for you, I may retire for a Step or two, and 
give you the Touch; and then, Sir, you know what's to 
be done. > Fe 

Buck. And then, Sir — [I ſhall ly flat ro the Ground 
Ade] then indeed, Sir, I know hat's to be done. Bur 
come, let's ro our Places. [ Buck. and Tom h down. 

Trim. That's well done, my Lads; and yonder I ſee the 
_ upon the Rocks, at a Diſtance, to be Witneſs of our 
Victory. | 

Buck, Starts.] Ha — what Noiſe is that > — Ler me 
come at him. 

Trim. Pray, Sir, be eaſy ; it was nothing but a Frog that 
leapt into the Ditch. +8 

ck, Was it ſo, Sir? Upon my Word I thought it had 
been a Man in Armour. 8 15 again. 

Tom. Bur here comes our Antagoniſt, and all alone too. 
Now, Mr. Trimmer, I think we have him. 

Trim. Ves, yes, you ſhall ſee how courageouſly Iwill be- 
have — bur, Mr. Buckram, you muſt be ſure to ly cloſe, and 
ler me have the Honour of drubbing him. 

Buck. I'll warrant you for that, Sir. [Lying flat] If I 
don't ly cloſe, the Blame ſhall be upon me. 

Rover and Trimmer meet. 

Tom. Now, here they meet, and I think my Part of it 

is over; ſo now I'll be gone about the reſt of my Buſineſs. 
Exit Tom. 

Trim. Sir, you are an impertinent ſaucy Scoundrel, ro 
take upon you to affront any young Lady in my Company, 
and I deſign to run you throw the Gurs for ir. How do you 
loye that, Sir—<eh ? 

8 — Give over your Bluſtering, Coxcomb, and draw your 
word. 

Trim. Draw my Sword, Sir — What, do you think F 
can t draw my Sword, Sir? [Retiring back, puts his Foot up- 


' Buck. be never moves.) Sir, it is well known, that I — 
dra 


—— 
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__ my Sword, very often [Puts ſtill upon Buckram) | 
Rov. No moreof your Words, Sir, but draw your Sword 0 
quickly, or I'll run you throw the Body. [Trimmer endea- i - 
| |  wouring to draw, 

Trim. Pray, Sir, excuſe me a little, for my Sword won't H 
draw juſt now — but fince it has happened ſo— here is a * 
Man | Points to Buck.] who knows my Courage, and will 
aſſert it to the laſt Drop of his Blood — Rite, my Friend, 
1 aſſiſt me to raiſe him; for I fancy he has fall'n 

ep. 

Rov. [Puts up his Sword, and kicks _ Ger our, you in- 
ſignificant Fellow; it is ſuch cowardly bl 


uſtering Raſcals, 
as you are, who impoſe upon Mankind — Bur let me ſee 
whom he has got here — I fancy juſt ſuch another Coward 
as himſelf. [Raiſes Buck.] Ha, ha, Sandy Buckram in Ar- 
mour ! | 

Buck, Yes, Faith, Mr. Rover, it is fo—bur I can tell you, 
if Thad known it had been you, I ſhou'd not have been ſo g, 
afraid of myſelf; but he is a ſly Fellow,Tom ; he did not tell 
me that ; he only ſaid, it was one of his Acquaintance. 
Trim. — What, Mr. Buc traum, won't you revenge my of 
Affront? | 0 

Buck. Revenge your Affront Lord help your filly Head a 
and now, after the Jeſt is over, pray, Sir, give your- o 
ſelf the Satisfaction to rake a full Survey of my Face, with- 2 
out my Steel Cap, [Throws it off] and ſee if you can't diſ- 
cover as great a Coward as yourſelf. 

Trim. Troth, Friend, I find I am very much miſtaken, 6 
for you have the Face of a down - right Coward, _ 

Buck. | In a Fury puts his Hand to his Sword] — Wounds, f 
Sir — that's a Lie; for Iam a Man of Courage, and if Go 
you don't be gone in an Inſtant, Sir — 

Trim. Olo, I ask your Pardon; and you are a Man of,, 
Courage, to be ſure. So your humble Servant. [Exit haſtily. las 
 Rov. Well done, Buckram, that's like a brave Fellow; Bi: 
you can be a Man of Courage, upon Occaſion, I ſee. ; 

Buck. Yes, Sir — a Coward, to a Man of Courage, | 
may ſome Times prove a Man of Courage to a Coward. ; 

Rov. Ir ſome Times happens ſo, indeed — bur I mult cen 
und Affairs of more Conſequence, Adieu. [Exit — 
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Buck. What! are they all gone, and left me the ſole Con- 


n ff aueror of the Field > then I think it is high Time to lock ax 
F : Sword— that has gained me the Victory. [draws it] 
d _ Softly — ab, it is a dangerous Weapon; and it is a 
a urpriſing Thing to me, that one Chriſtian ſhould have the 
Kr Heart to ſtrike another with it — ſo long as I am Maſterof 
x k ir, it ſhall do no harm. 
4 AIR XXXVIII. What tho' they call me, &. 
1 Let Heroes of their fighting boaſt, 
1 And vaunt of — who have murder*d moſt ; 
wt But where Þue fought, no Lives are loſt, 
as Not one of _ * 22x in the Fray. 
" Fuſt as 4 Lady, dreſt with Art, 
Ar Shouts from her Eyes a killing Dart, 
F: So I with Looks would pierce the Heart ; 
wy But none of your fighting, I pray. 


110Y Enter Heireſs, in 4 Cloak and Hood, haſtily. Buckram 
drops the Sword, ſhe ſeizes it, and comes briskly up to him. 
Heir. Quickly tell me, Sirrab, how you have diſpos'd 
of that inſignificant Fellow, who pur me to the Trouble of 
coming our ſo early this Morning to ſee myſelf affronted, 
by having ſuch a cowardly Raſcal ro eſpouſe my Quarrel > 
Say, in an Inſtant, where does he ly conceal'd, or by Hea- 
lis. Jens this Sword ſhall be your Murderer > 
" Buck. [kneeling] Pray, Madam, have Mercy, and don't 
— murder a poor innocent Man, and I ſhall tell you all 
that I know of the Matter. 
ds, ir. Haſte then, Sirrah — Whereis he, I fay > 
a | Buck. Why, he is — But you have put me into ſuch a 
Confuſion — upon my Soul I don't where he is. 
off Heir. Still rrifling — the Truth immediately, Sir, or — 
4 Buck. Olo — Wal then, if it muſt be fo, — as the 
"© aſt Words of a poor dying Man — All that I know of the 
Matter is, that, upon my Soul, he's run away. 
Heir. And this is the Truth, as you hope for Mercy. 
Buck. As I hope for Mercy. , 
Heir. Well then, riſe — I am farisfied of your Inno- 
cence, look up brisk, now — for I deſign to confer a Piece 
Jet Honour upon you, | 
| bucks 


» - — 
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Buck. Honour upon me, did you ſay, Madam? Faith, with g. 

all my Heart, and no Man ſhall ſerve you more faithfully, £| G 
Heir. Well, I ſee you are an honeſt Fellow, and a little 

$kill'd in Intrigue — Therefore I will truſt you — but an- 

ſwer me one Queſtion, Could you play the — of a Wait-· C 

ing-Maid, if you were dreſt accordingly ? _ 

uck. Ay, that I can, Madam, to a Nicety. 


Heir. Well, then, follow me. | Exeunt. I in 
SCENE VI. The Sercet, at Sir Robert's Gate. Eno! 
Jean and Tom, * 


Tom. Lookye, now, the Door is open, and if you don't 
find him in that Houſe, I'll be hang d. 
Jean. And if 1 don't ſearch for him, I ſhall be hang'd. I to 
Exeunt. yo 
Tom. Well done, Tom — Now I think this is all that II 
have to do in this Plot, and if the Ladies don't play their 
Parts, upon themſclves be the Blame. But as ro my other 
Affair — Ha, ha, ha! as I live I ſhall die with Laugh-J « 
ing, to think how I ſhall perſonate the travell'd Beau —} 
orbleu, Madamoſelle ſhall find me an Abridgment of all ſca 
the Gens de goitt, that has appcared in France or Spain theſe vit 
hundred Years. By Jupiter, ſhe won't bold our Half a Se- 
cond — I'll ply her ſo with the tender, the paſſionate, and | 
the brisk Gallanr too, if there ſhould be Occaſion for it, you 
along with the reſt of the Artillery of Love, that if ſhe does], 
not ſurrender at firſt Interview, I'll be — by the Neck xn 
like a Dog. But I muſt about it immediately. Exit. I tha 


SCENE VII. A chamber in Sir Robert's Houſe. En- you 
5. Jean in at the Door of a Room, Mally follows her foft- 


Mal. Now, I think I have her ſure enough — but I muſt | 


watch the Back-Door, tor *ris the Time to a Minute. | Exit. ent 


Locks the Doof. 

Fean. There is nothing in this Houſe, I believe, but 

Darkneſs and Silence; the Shutters of the Windows are ſo 

cloſe, that you ſhall ſcarcely know wherher it is Day. 

Light or not; the Doors are all opcn. and nor the Stir of 

Mouſe to be heard: But if I ſhould find that * — 
4 5 : ep 


d 
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ſleeping in any Corner of ir, with my dear, dear twenty 
Guineas, I ſhould think my Pains all well beſtowed. 
Enter Mally introducing Mr. Rover. 
Mal. You'll find my Lady in this Room, and I'll rake 
care that you ſhan'r have the leaſt Alarm from Sir Robert 
— your humble Servant. | [Exit Mal. 
Jean. Ha! what's this I hear? Pray Heaven ſhe ben'c 
unt. in this Room; and fince J have loſt the Knight, I'll perſo- 
| nate his Lady. | Aſide. 
nter Rover. Pray, Madam, be ſo kind as to let me know 
where you are. ; | 
Jean. Sir, I'm afraid you have loſt your Way, [He 
on't ä catches her in his Arms. 
„ Rov. No— for here I've found it. O, let me preſs you 
gd. ¶ to my burning Breaſt, and breathe my Soul away beneath 
ni. your Feet. | | 
at I Enter La. Care. Bel. and Mal. with Lights. All laugh. Jean 


heir | runs out. | 
ther Bel. Heavens protect me, Mr. Rover in the Embraces of 
gh-· Ia Strumpet 


Rov. Indeed, Ladies — I am fo thunderſtruck, that I 
allſ ſcarcely know where I am: But, Lady Careleſs, a Word 
with you, if you pleaſe. 
L. c. Wich all my Heart, Sir. [Rov. and L. Care. afide. 
Rov. I fancy, Madam, tis almoſt needleſs to ask you if 
you know the Owner of this Letter? [Shows her the Letter. 

L.C. Well, Mr. Rover, to deal honeſtly with you, I do 

*ckFknow the Author of the Letter, as alſo of every hing elſe 

. chat has happened you this laſt Night; bur when you know, 
that the whole Deſign was intending your Happineſs, I hope 

Er. you'll judge favourably of our Behaviour. 

. Rov. Madam, every Thing, at preſent, appears to me ſo 
like a Riddle, that unleſs it be explained, I ſhall never be able 
to form any Judgment of the Matter. 

nul L. C. Then, Sir, to be plain, my Couſin Belinda—has 

*. entertain'd a Paſſion for you, a conſiderable Time; and as 

— as you continued in that fick le, inconſtant Humour, ſhe 
= could neyer have the ſmalleſt Hopes, and in order to give you 
< ga Diſtaſte of this rambling Courſe of Life, we fix d upon 
chis Night to put our Deſigns in Execution; this is the whole 


ayelling of the Affair; and as we have an entire Confi- 
H dence 


* 


— 
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dence in your good Senſe, we have left it altogether in yourſſiik 
Power, co make hat Interpretation you pleaſe. b 

Rob. Well, Madam, your generous Declaration has ſꝗI n 

great an Effect upon me, that if this Lady [kneels to Bel. Bu 
can overlook the paſt Folies of my Life, whatever is in mi wo 

Power, for the future, ſhall be entirely devoted to her Ser. 

vice. 5 | fn} e 

Hel. Riſe, Sir, for my unwary Conduct, in this Aﬀairieve 

makes that Poſture rather become me than you; but as Tu 
have all along entertained ſuch a Notion of you, that I knowſieng 
nothing with which I cou'd not truſt you, ſo now I'll nefÞ* 

ver ſcruple putting myſelf wholly into your Power; yet! 
own I have b:en very fooliſh. | For 
Ro. [Catching her in his Arms.] Generous Creature! H Z 

Heavens, that Confeſſion makes me the happieſt of Mania r 

kind. r det Next. 

IL. C. Now, Belinda, ſince this Concluſion is fo happyſter: 
it gives me good Hopes of the other; and, Sir, this is ag mo- 
Affair in which we beg the Favour of your Aſſiſtance. hay 

Ko. Whatever is in my Power, Ladies, you need not = 


* 


doubt, is at your Service. | 
Bel. Then, Sir, if you pleaſe to withdraw into the bein 
ther Apartment, we'll open the Whole Affair to you. Imin 
Rov. Wich all my Heart, Madam, and now, a C 


Let Virtne ſtill be call'd a fooliſh Thought, 
And pleaſing Vice, with dear Experience bought, 
I found *mongſt all its Charms that filPd my Breofl, 
Its Pleaſures vainly rob'd me bf my Reſt, © 
And all its Joys are trifling at the beſt. $ 
| kno 


SCENE VIII. Diſcovers the Heireſs at 4 Glaſs"i"s 
and Buck. behind her, dreſt as @ Lady's Gentlewomen. f 


Seri 
muſ 
mar 
Wa 
fore 


bred 


Heir. Betty — Betty, my Dear, does not think I look 
charmingly to Day, Child? | : 
Buck. Aping a Woman) O, yes, Madam, inchanting- 
ly fine—bur—bur, Madam, if you pleaſe, 'I don't like 
Betty for a Name, I'd rather have ſome fine Romanrick 
Name — ſuch as — Vabella— that's a fine Name, now: 
but Betty is a Whore's Name. 


Hor 
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Heir. Betty, a Whore's Name— Sirrah, you Raſcal, have 
Care — for it is my Name, and it is a fine one, and I 
like ro hear it. „ 
Buck. Lord — Madam, I had forgot, it was not Betty, 
meant; for, I muſt own, Betty is a very fine Name — 
But, Madam, I hope you have diſpoſed of your Gentle- 
woman, for if ſhe interfere in the Plot, ſne may ſpoil all. 
Heir. Ay, ay, ſhe is ſafe enough, I warrant you, for 
ſhe has the moſt unlucky Hand in an Intrigue of any thar 
wer tried it — ſhe has affronted me above halt a dozen 
Times already, bur I have taken Care that ſhe ſhan'r be. 
engag*d in this but don't you think, Bezry, that I ſhall 
be Penny happy in ſuch a fine Gentleman? 
uck. Ves, yes, — Madam, to be ſure - but you have 
not ſeen him yet, Have you? 
Heir. Seen him — that's true. I han't ſeen him; but, 
in my Opinion, it was impoſſible, that any, but one of an 
extraordinary fine Taſte, cou'd write ſuch a handſom Let- 
ter as, I ſhew' d you, he has ſent me and then it is ſo ala- 
mode, that if he comes, in any Meaſure, up to the Idea I 
have form'd of him, I'm reſolv'd to marry him ar firſt 
Meeting, according to the Propoſal. . 
Buck. That will be alamode, indeed, Madam, and then, 
being ſo ſoon in the Morning But don't you deſign to exa- 
mine a little into his Character; for, perhaps, he may be 
a Cheat? 
Heir. Ay, but the Letter — the Letter — ſuch a fine Let- 
ter; you had forgot that, I fancy. 
Buck. Olo — yes, Faith, Madam, I did forget that. 
7, But hark, ſome Body comes. | 
Enter a Servant. | 
Serv. Madam, there is a fine brisk Beau, who deſires to 
know if her Ladyſhips, the Heireſs, be at Leiſure this Mor- 
2 in ning. | 
Heir. Betty, haſte and conduct him in. | Exit Buck. and 
Servant] Her Ladyſhip, the Heireſs! Ay, to be ſure, it 
okEmuſt be he. Well, thoſe travell'd Gentlemen are the beſt 
manner*d People in the World — They have ſuch inviting 
ng · Ways of ſpeaking, one might live a thouſand Years be- 
like fore they wou' d have ſuch a kind Expreſſion from a home- 
ich bred Fellow — But here he comes. ? 6-6 
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Enter Buck. introducing Tom dreſt as a travell'd Beau. G 
Tom. Pardon me, celebrated Beauty, for daring, ſo mal f th 
a propos — Ha! rhunderſtruck by the Eclat of her Charms 
Madam, by your innumerable Perfections _— I was ne- I th 
ver in ſuch a Confuſion in my Life — Thoſe Eyes have be- N 
held all the fine Women Europe can boaſt of, yet did I ne- dc 
ver feel half the Emotion your Ladyſhip has occaſioned in  O 
my Breaſt — Pray, Madam, does your Ladyſhip chuſe Ra- C 
pee or plain Spaniſh ? they are both at your Service, I aſſure 
you; and for their Goodneſs, Madam la Ducheſs de Bourgogne ¶ ha 
ſhall anſwer for the one, and the Spaniſh Ambaſſador rhe o- ¶ be 
ther, from whom I had them. th 
Heir. | Aide] What a Prodigy of Gallantry he is! [zo him] I gr 
Pray, Sir, which of them is uſed moſt in foreign Courts, tic 
at preſent ? ſet 
Tom. The Rapee, Madam. 3 th 
. Heir. Then that ſhall determine me. Is this it, Sir? m 
[Takes the Box, and takes a Pinch and returns it. m 
Tom. Yes, Madam, the beſt ever America produc'd. N 
Heir. I need not ask you, if you have been in France, ſe 
or that you have ſeen the Manners of that politeſt of Na- ¶ hi 
_ our Air ſufficiently diſcoyers it to all Behol- ¶ ro, 
I'S. | | int 
Tom. I muſt own, Madam, I retain a good deal of the I. 
Manners and Carriage, que tout le Monde ſo juſtly admire I he 
in the French. TI have been, Madam, in Company of all IN 
4 the fineſt People in Paris, of both Sexes — The Ladies cou'd if bu 
never want me from the Head of rhe Dance, nor the Gentle- ſid 
men from the Head of rhe Table. Neither is France the pr 
only Place where I have ſhone at the Head of the Gens d'E-¶ th 
ſprit; Italy, Germany, Spain, Savoy, have all confeſt that P. 
there is ſomething very extraordinary about me. B/ 
Heir. Really, Sir, it needs ſurprize no Body that you du 
have been ſo well received every where; and I mult confęſs 
you far excel all the Travellers I have ſeen, in fine Improve- 
ments. | 
Tom. Ma foy, Madam, the greateſt Part of Travellers ne 
Jont que des Ignorans. They amuſe themſelves with the 
muſty Records of Anriquity, and ſtuff their Heads with a 
Galamarias of Obſeryarions on the Trade, Religion, and 
Government of the Country they paſs through. Quelle 4- 
wenglement ! — All mere Trifles, chat become a — 


— 
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Gentleman as well as an unfaſhionable Suir of Clothes, or 
the Grimaces of a religious Bigot. 

Heir. What Monſter have you deſcrib'd!—T ficken ar 
the Narration— But, Sir, as theſe are Creatures below the 
Notice of People of a refin'd Git let us leave them, and 
do Juſtice to our illuſtrious Cotemporaries, who are, in m 
Opinion, ſo many blazing Luminaries,thar diſpel the thick 
Clouds of Barbariſm that darken the World. 

Tom. Morbleu, that's very fine — why, Madam, you 
have given them a finer Elogium, in few Words, than the 
beſt Poets wou'd have done in whole Volumes: But now, 
that I am _ of Poets, you muſt know, that I am a 
great Admirer of Poetry of all Kinds, eſpecially drama- 
tick, ſuch as Cato, or Hobb's Opera— You have, no doubt, 
ſeen, Madam, rhe famous new Tragedy of — of — bur 
the Name, it was written by a Fellow that usꝰd to be glad of 
my Company — Voltaire — I helped rhe Fellow through 
moſt of the principal Scenes of it — tho? it goes by his 
Name — bur I value nor the Praiſe of the World. I pre- 
ſented the Ducheſs de la Vere with an Epigram, that ſhe was 
highly delighted with, on this Oceaſion. We were dancing 
together at a Ball at Court, where her Grace's Petticoats 
intangling her Gracc*s Feet, her Grace made a Stumble; bur 
I catch'd her Grace in my Arms, and prevented her falling; 
her Grace, as a Reward of my Service, appointed me nexr 
Night at her Grace's Lodgings — Ha! what have I ſaid? 
bur I did not intend to ruin the Lady's Reputation; and be- 
ſides ſne made me ſwear Secreſy. The Verſes were very 
pretty, and, I muſt own, took me five or fix Mornings to 
think on them. I have, ſince I came thence, been at the 
Pains to tranſlate them into Engliſh, for the Sake of the 
Britiſb Ladies, who, I make no Doubt, will give them their 
due Praiſe. | 
Sings in à ridiculous Manner.) 


Thrice bleſt be the Chance 
Which made my Goddeſs fall, 

In the midſt of the Dance 
Amongſt "2 Nobles all. 

I grafpt her falling Charms 

Within my outſtreteb d Arms, 
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Which gave the Beaux Alarm, 
And ſet her on equal Terms. 


This laſt Line, Madam, falls ſhorr of the reſt in poetical 
Elegance, which is owing to the Barrenneſs of rhe Engliſh 
Tongue, for in the Fr2nch it was allowed to be vaſtly 

retty. 
N Hal, 1 he charms me! Pray Heaven I don't 
ſay ſome fooliſh Thing, in the Condition he has put me in 
ir, Tam at a Loſs to expreſs my Admiration of your 
Parts and Perſon ; your Air and Addreſs is 

Tom. | Interrupting her| qe vous entens bien, Madam, you 
are going to repeat what all the Belles in France have often 
told me to no Purpoſe Mais, mon Ange, J have a Secret to 
impart to you. Your irreſiſtible Charms have, ar laſt, 
ſubdued my Averſion ro Matrimony, and, wou'd you be- 
lieve ir, I intend to marry you immediately. | 

Heir. Gods | What Extravagance—bur I'm too haſty, 
when I don't know what Alterations may have happened 
in the Art of Love beyond Sea. Sir the Novelty of your 


Declaration ſhocks me, and makes me very curious to know 


the preſent Method of carrying on Amours abroad. 

Tom. Ha, ha, ha! With what Reluctance People con- 
ſent to what is alamode and polite? Why, Madam, this is 
ſo univerſally praCtis'd amongſt the Beau Monde, that there 
is no pretending to any diſtinguiſhing Qualifications with- 
out it. ; 

Heir. Bleſs me! What a Precipice have you ſaved me 
from! Forfeit all Pretenſions to any diſtinguiſhing Qualifi- 
cations, and fink amongſt vulgar Souls! What a Fright you 
put me in! Bur I hope you will excuſe me, and not expoſe 
me for ſuch a Piece 4 Ruſticityg a 

Tom. Excuſe you, dear Madam — that I won'd, tho'I 
were no Gainer by your Repentance; but as that diſcovers 


the Agreement of our Inclinations, it wou'd be monſtrous 


Ingratitude ro expoſe you. Fa- t- il au monde, um homme 
auſſi heurenx que moi? Non certainement. 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Sir, there is a Servant at the Door, who deſires 
to ſpeak with you. 
Tom. Bid him come in. [Exit Servant] I hope this Free- 
gom does nor, in any Meaſure, diſoblige your , 


» 


—- © © mori al add os io = > 


A ©. % on 


80 


RH 


"BUCKRAM in Armour. 163 


Heir. Not in the leaſt, Sir. 

| Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Tom. | 
Tom. Haſte, begone, tell them we'll wait ot them in an 
Inſtant. [Exit Servant] This, Madam, is infinitely lucky. 
I havea Siſter whom I intruſted with my Deſign this Mor- 
ning, and as ſhe was fully convinc'd of my fine Accom- 
phiſhmenrs, made no Doubr of the Succeſs ; and, being en- 
aged after the ſame Manner herſelf, has ſenr me Word that 
e waits for us, with a Parſon ready to perform the Cere- 
mony to both Parties; and as the Opportunity calls rhis 
— . I hope, Madam, you will not delay my Happi- 

neſs. 7 
Heir. Ah! Sir, you have ſubdu'd my Heart for who 
cou'd withſtand ſuch Gallantry divine? Betty, you muſt 
accom pany us, my Dear. 
Buck. Ves, ee But, dear Madam, let me 
take my laſt Farewel of your Virginity. [Takes her in bis 
Arms, and bugs her|—Pray, Madam, conſider what you 
do. Pray, Madam, don't enter raſhly into Marriage — 


Tom. [Afide] Ha! I muſt ſtop this Jade's Mouth, or ſhe 
will ſpoil all. bee and puts a Guinea in Buckram's Month] 
Pray, Betty, have a care, you will ſuffocate your Mif- 
tris. 3 5 758 
Buck. [Looking at it] Ha! a Guinea, that was what [ 
wanted. to her] But believe me, Madam, you will be ex- 
ceedingly happy in ſuch a fine Gentleman. Neg 
Tom. Now, Madam, lend me your Hand, "1 144 


And let's be join'd in Hymen's ſacred Tye; is 
We'll live in Love, and then, at length, we'll die. 
Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. Si. Robert's Houſe. Lady Careleſs ſola. 


AIR XL. The yellow hair'd Ladie. 
How vain are the Pleaſures that Mankind purſue 2 
How empty their "_ their Virtues how few? 
I 


No Good without Danger, and all our beſt Toys 
Are crouded with Cares and perplexing Annoys. 
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| II. | 
Contentment alone is that Bleſſing of Life, 

| Which comforts the 3 makes happy the Wife; 


inden Hardſips befal me, to this I will fly 
Contented 1 Aloe, and contented I'd die. © 


Well, fo far has ſucceeded ro Admiration, which gives me 
very good Hopes of this; and if it do not ſucceed; I ſhall 
neyer attempt another Bur here he comes. 

. Enter Sir Robert. 

Sir. My charming inchanting Angel! — O ler me hear 
the Whiſper of your Tongue, to lead me to that Heaven of 
Pleaſures, that dwells upon your Boſom. | He catches her in 

bis Arms] Tranſports and Extaſies! Ten thouſand Sweets 
are on thoſe lovely Lips! And here I ſwear, by Heavens, 1 
22 was ſo happy. Here I could live and die with Satiſ- 


ion. 
Enten Bel. and Rov. with Lights. Both laugh. 
Rov. Ha — Sir Robert, methinks you are a very fond 
Husband, indeed. F | 
L. C. [Kneels to Sir Robert] Oh — that I did not know 
to whom theſe laſt Words were meant! that I cou'd be fo 
inſenſible as to apply them ro myſelf! then, then, I ſhou'd 
be happy indeed; yet I have ſeen it otherways—1 have een 
the Day, when, with Pleaſure, you have gaz d upon theſe 
no deſerted Charms; but now they are become ſo hateful 
to you, I'm reſolved from this Moment I ſhall never diſturb 
you more. - 
Sir. [Raiſes her, and takes ber in his Arms] Charming Wo- 
. man! when I reflect upon my Behaviour, I cannot bur be 
aſtoniſh'd ar the ridiculous and ungenerous Returns I have 
made thy Love : Bur if asking Forgiveneſs, in the moſt ſub- 
miſſive Manner, ¶ kneels] wie a Promiſe of eternal Con- 
ſtancy for the future, can, in any Meaſure, make Amends 
for — 7 Actions, and gain any Credit for my future, here 
publickly I ſwear to perform it. g 
L. C. Riſe, Sir Robert, I cannot ſee you thus. An un- 
expected Turn gives me ſuch an agreeable Surprize, that I 
am quite at a Loſs what to ſay, but if you are ſincere, I do 
dot know a Woman whoſe Condition I would enyy. Sin 
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Sir. Indeed, Madam, I own you have great Reaſon to 
doubt my Sincerity ; bur I am ſo conſcious of my own In- 
genuiry in the Affair, that I do not inſiſt upon your forgiving 


me, till my future Conduct prove my Intentions. 
La. Care. No, Sir Robert, I ſcorn a jealous Spirit, and 


er thoſe incredulous F ools, that have no Truſt to put in 


any but rhemſelyes, be deceived — bur I will freely for- 
give every Th | 
in Oblivion. take my Hand, and with it my 
Heart, unſpotted as it was when you receiv'd it upon 
our Wedding-Day. | [He takes it, and embraces her. 
| [She ſmgs. 
AIR XLI. Fohn Hay's bony Laſly. 

Thus Flowers ſprout in Spring, 

| After Winter's cold Chilling ; 

Thus the Birds mount and ſing 

When the _ * of Billing 


Thus tho Mi, exults, 

When bes found his loft Treaſures 
But thoſe faintly paint ous 

All this Tranſports of Pleaſure. 


$i. Well, Madam, I muſt own myſelf much in- 


debted ro your Generoſity, and, as far as it lyes in my 
Power to make a Return, you may expect it; but jo Royer 
end Belinda] come forward ; you ſhall wiſh us Joy. 

Rov. With all my Heart, Sir; bur you muſt know, 
that we expect to be firſt in Hand, tho'. 

Sir. How's that, Mr. Rover — Married! 

Rov. Ves, Sir. After mature Deliberation, I have at 
laſt reſoly'd to venture upon that State, and I am in the 
3 of reaping a great deal more Satisfaction and 
Na 
in al the World beſides. | 

Sir. Joy, then, to you both; and I wiſh you Health 
and Happineſs. - : 

Rov. and Bel. We return you Thanks, Sir. 


AIR XLn. Man of War's Minuet. 
Bel. How delightful are the Embraces 
a Husband 8 5 


Hoppy 


1 and let bat is paſt be for ever ſun 
ere, 


ineſs in the Enjoyment of my charming Partner, than 


| 

1 

| 

| 
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, with Te and Bliſſes, 
12 Wi when tu 2 


None can meaſure, how great's the Pleaſure, 
That they enjoy when ſo bleſt ; 
A pleaſant Folly, always jolly, 

Makes a N the 


Rov. What in Li, ic more comfartine; | 
Than a Woman full of Charms ; 
Every Moment is tr Porting, 
When within 6 * 's Arms. 
And each Features deſign'd by Nature 
F 3 the roo 5 x * 
traight, then, ſeize try to pleaſe ber, | 
In a ſoft and ſweet Embrace. | 


Enter a Servant. 


Fer. Sir, there is one Mr. Andrew Trimmer, Who de- 


fires to know if he may have Admittance along with l 
Company. — 1 

Sir. Deſire him iin. | 
Enter My. Trimmer, leading in Mally dreft os a 2 Lach 


and Tom leading the Heireſs, Buckram following, «: 


before. 


Trim. Gentlemen and Ladies, we are all your humbl: 
Servants : Bur before you ſpeak one Word more, you mul: 


wiſh us Joy. | | 
Sir. And you are all fairly join*d, you ſay. - 
Trim. and Heir. All fairly join'd, Sir, we aſſure — 
Sir. And pray, Sir, do us the Favour to let us kno 
who they are. 


Rov. That will I, Sir, — Harkye, Tom, did you tab 


Care that my Boots were well clean'd, before you car 
from Home 


Tom. [Bows to his Maſter] Yes, Sir, that was done, 
can aſſure you. 
Rov. Mally, you Gipſy, why don't you ask your 
dy's Pardon for ſtaying our ſo long? | 
[Mally comes to hey 


Mal. Ma ou nw 
hom lay dam, I ask your Pardon, I hops) Om 
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Omnmes. Ha, ha, ha 

Sir. Ha, ha! What, Mr. Trimmer, was you obliged 
to rake ſuch a round about Plot ro marry our Gentle- 
woman ? If you had made me pr ro the Aﬀair, you 
might have had her without allt is Trouble. 

rim. Why — why, I thought ſhe had been a fine, po- 
lite, faſhionable Lady, and a great Fortune Did not you 
ſay ſo, Madam > | 

Mal. Say fo, Sir! Ay—and what chen : Was not you 
a filly Fool to believe me? 

Buck. Hey-day, What the Devil's now to do? 

Heir. What, Sir, [zo Tom.] Do you think, that, in- 
ſtead of a fine travel'd Gentleman, I am to be farisfied 
with a Valet de Chambre? — No, you Rogue, I'll ſpend 

che one Half of my Fortune at the Law, to have you ruin'd 

Trim. And I have a good thouſand Pound, which I can 
well ſpare—P ll join you, Madam, to get rid of my Wife 

de- too. | * 

1 Rov. Well, Mr. Trimmer, wou'd not you think your- 
ſelf obliged to any one who ſhould free you without any 
Noiſe, for the one Half of rhe Maney ? 

hf Trim. Yes, Faitb. I'd give Five hundred Pounds, with 
f all my Heart, to get free of it without any Noiſe. 

Heir. And I, Sir, upon the ſame Conditions, will make 
bl up the Thouſand, with Ten thouſand 2 Wills; for if 
aul it were publickly known—I don't believe that ever I 
ſhould be able ro ſhew myſelf in the Aſſembly, or Play- 
Houſe, again. 

Nov. Well, this you both confirm, before theſe Wir+ 

neſſes, upon your Word of Honour, to perform. 

| Bath. Upon our Honour to perform. | 

Nov. Mally— Now, it is your Turn to ſpeak. 

Mal. Ves, Sir—Since it is ſo, then, Gentlemen and 
Ladies, we muſt ask your Pardon for the Freedom, be- 
cauſe jr is nothing elſe but a mock Marriage; for the Fel- 
low that perform'd the Ceremony is no Parſon. 

Trim. and Heir. — A mock Parſon! IS 

Heir. Indeed; and I am glad to hear ir, altho' it is 
wich the Expence of Five hundred Pounds. For what is 


that when compar'd with the Loſs of one's . 74 
Ut, 
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But, Gentlemen and Ladies, I hope you won't be ſo un- 
merciful as ro abr ir through the Town. | 

Rov. That is juſt according as you both perform your 
Promiſe, in paying that Thouſand Pound to Mally and 
Tom, whom 'd here give in Marriage to'one another, [gives 
Mally's Hand to Tom] and this as Part of their Reward 
for their laſt Night's good Management. | 


Heir. Nay, then, if rhat be all the Danger, that fhan'r 


be long. | 5 | ; 
Tring Yes, yes, Madam, with all my Heart, as ſoon as 
you pleaſe; for People of our Character fhould not risk it 
for ſuch a Trifle as that; bur, Gentlemen and Ladies — 
Buckram ſtops him. 
Buck. Pray, Mr. Trimmer, let's have Word about, and 
fince you are making Diſcoveries, I think it is high Time 
that i ſhould diſcover myſelf roo. [A Noiſe without, and cry- 
ing] Eho! that's my Wife's Tongue, and I'll delay it rill 
that Noiſe be over — [without] Sandy Buckram — Sandy 


Buc kram. 
Enter Jean running. 

Fean. Where is my Husband 2>— Where is Sandy Buck- 
ram? [I have loft my-Hucband, and he is in this Houſe, 
Give me my Husband again. 

Jom. Come, prithee, hold your Bawling. Gentlemen 
and Ladies, ſince the Affairs of this laſt Night are brought 
to ſuch a happy Concluſion, I think it would be a Pity to 
allow any of our Compony Ne diſſatisfied; and 
therefore I would propoſe a Rectification of Matters be- 
twixt Sandy Buckram and his Wife. N 

Sir. Thar I was thinking of before, Sandy, poor Fel- 
low, has got into Diſguiſe ſome Way or other, and was juſt 
about to make rhe Diſcovery, when his Wife came in 
Come forward, Sandy, don't be afraid, Man, and plead 
your own Cauſe. N 

Buck. Well, ſince J find I have ſo many good Friends a- 
bout me, I will not be afraid, for ſhe dare not beat me in 
your Honour*s Company, I know ; and really — it would 
make your Heart ſore to ſee how ſhe abuſes me ſomerimes. 

Sir. Poor, honeſt, ſimple Fellow! Well, Mris. Buck- 
ram, I find you will be obliged ro promiſe before this Com- 
pany, chat you will maltreat your Husband no longer; _ 

1 
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fever after he makes a Complaint on you, T'll procure him 
a Divorce. | "_ 
ir | Jean. Really, Sir Robert, I have always had a Check of 
d Conſcience for doing it; and fince you deſire it, I never will 
es do it again: Bur he was fo ſimple— 

d Sir. That you could not keep from beating him. But, 
to make Affairs more comfortable for you both, ſince you 
'r ¶ have been engaged in the Affairs of this laſt Night, PII give 

. FE you five hundred Pounds. 

as | Buck. Five hundred Pounds Come, come, Feany, kiſs 

it and be Friends [kiſſes her] this will make us as merry as — 
but I'Il ſay no more till we get home, where we ſhall eat and 

#. drink, and ſo forth — | 

id Si. As I intend that this Day ſhall be a Day of rejoicing 

ne in my Houſe, I'm ſure, Rover, you will join init; uſe it as 

Jour own, elſe I ſhall take it for an unfriendly Action. 

ii Kov. Sir, I thank you heartily for your kind Invitation. 

dy And now, my charming Partner, lend me your Hand. 


AIR XLIII. Madam Violante's Minuet. 


e- Hence, all my fooliſh Inclinations g- 

e. Farewell, for (er, wnruly Paſfions ; 

en Virtue has charm'd me, Fo 
hr And ſo alarmd me, n 
to That it has arm'd me 

id Againſt every Vice. 

e III. 


L. C. & B. Since then we're freed from every perplexing Care, 
l- Let no poor Creature in Love &er deſpair; 
ſt To Love be true, | 
_ No Falſhoods purſue, | | 
2d And Fuſtice, in {A „ will reſign what is due. 


a- Buck. But yet I tell you, that fence e er the World began, 


in \ Women were Curſes and Plagues unto Man. 

d Omnes. They were defign'd 

8. Always to be kiud, 5 

k- ut mon / t them both Angels and Devils you l. find. 
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EPILOGUE. 


By another Hand. 
Spoken by Mris. VO O DAR D. 


Allants, in bumble Strain, from Bays Pm come 
To take Jour Plaudits, or receive his Doom. 
*Tis the firſt Fault, be tender in your Sentence ; 
Gentle Rebukes may work to true Repentance. 
Errors in Youth you'll eafily forgive, 
Since it as nat*ral is to fin, as live. 
But one Excuſe, in Fuſftice, may be made 
For our young Dabbler in the ſcribbling Trade, 
With Pam be fees al. Muſe neglected here, 
Shunning to charm, nor daring ro appear, 
As if not born t inſpire his native Lond, 
But feeding us with Wit at ſecond Hand. 
Shall Caledonians thus to others bend, 
And on the Bounty of their Muſe depend; | 
O'er the known World who greater have appear d? \ 


* 


—_ 


In Armies follow*d, honour'd, and rever d? 
Firm to their Friends, and by their Foes much fear'd? 
In Councils awful, nor in Courts leſs bright ; 
Eſteemd of Men-—of Ladies the Delight. 
Exert yourſelves to wipe off the Diſgrace, 
Nor hold in Poetry a ſecond Place. 
This is the Motive that inſpir'd young Bays, 
Who pleads no Merit, looks for little Praiſe. 
Let him be only -kindly underſtood ; 
4 nothing elſe, ſure the Deſign is good. 

ray let that move you in the Stripling's Cauſe, 
To crown his Infant-Labours with Applauſe. 
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A 
New SONG, 
 HUMBLY DEDICATED 


Society of Free-Maſons. 


Set to Muſick by a Brother of that Honou- 


rable FRATERNITY ; but as there are no 


Types in any of the Printing-Hguſes 
here, for Muſick, we are obliged to re- 
fer you to the common Ball-Muſick in 


Town, where Copies of the Tune may 
be had; as alſo of the other one ſet by © 


Matthew Briggs. 


r ge Sons of ancient Fame, 
All who can vaunt the glorious Nam 
Maſon free, Wy | 


Was ever heard a Tale ſo rare, 8 
A Secret kept with ſo much Care; 
To Thouſands known, 
Fet all muſt own, 


Weitz never breath in H &. 


n et. 


* 7 1 1 

But ſee, the Vulgar eons nom 

And ſwallow — 5 Fool has bs ; 
e idle 1 


ty Whims 
; o / — ick 1. craz'd. 


Thus Fools, while in a mortal State, 
Pry in 10 view the Books of Fares © 
But none alive, 
And ſtill ſurvive, 
Our awful Horrors _—_ rolate. 
"Then let us join our Notes and fing, 
Wirth Voices make the Lodge to ring, 
We'll dance around 
The magie Ground, 
From whence our ferred Word doth foring. 


And And while the LOnk World admire, 
W our Souls inſpire, 
#0 Come 


UAC LING 


A DREAM. 
To the Tune of, Fany 'blooming fair. 
Night, when Cynthia's Beams - 
1 Sol's golden Ray, 
While, round us, in our Dreams, 
The - wanton Ro play, 


Some kind propicions Power, 


A Nymp r 
My guerdion Angel 

"Chavey d into 8 ; 
I trewbling flood and gaz d, 

2 her 12 — K Eyes 
Love's hariot blaz'd, 


My el wa ll re 
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Afraid to ſpeak or move, a 
Till thus ſbe ſeennd to ſay, 4 
Indulge your growing Love 
Fear nothing, * obey. > 8 


Thus, by her Smiles inſpir d, „ 
| Like Lightning in @ Storms 
Swift, all on Raptures ſir'd, 
J [6i2'd the N Form. 


O Heavens ! how heavenly bleſt! 
What Extaſies divine 

T felt, while thus I preſt 
Her lovely Lips to mine ! 


A SONG. 
To the Tune of, She roſe and let me in. 


When firſt I ſaw my Charmer's Face, 
My Heart mas fight ing fam 3 
The Hills and Dales, thro* every Place, 
Her Praiſe I made proclaim. © 
I. " 
How ſome Times, as it were by Chance, 
Her Eyes, bright as the Day, 
Wou'd caſt a kind bewitching Glance, 
With ſuch comm — Sway, 
4 II. 
That oft I wiſh'd myſelf a Stone, | 
Quite ſenſeleſs IT. Charms ; 
Some Thing that cowd not figh and moan, 
Or elſe m Celia's _ 
Fe Gods! cowd I attain this Bliſs, 
What more wow'd I defire ? 
My raviſ'd Soul, at every Kiſs, 
Wou'd faint and half expire. 


T5 pe K A SONG 
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: To the Tune of, Down, down, &e. 
"Tis known to wiſe Sages, who judge of the Mind. 
Who try every Action, und — dd, 

That Self love and Pleaſure determine Mankind 

To a Down, down, Cr. 


5 _ 

The Parſon, when preaching up Heaven's great 
Muſt threaten the Blackneſs 95 Hell to deftroy * 
That Blackneſs relates to the black little Toy, 

Or a Down, —_ — 
The Lawyer, when me a Speech for the Bar, 
. Liw-Suits in Peace, or for Tumults in War, 

thinks of a Skirmiſh with Miſs, if be dars 

Lay her down, _ Oc. | 


The Do&#or, fo famous for Knowledge and Skill, 

When judging a Caſe, or preſcribing @ Pill, 

Their Uſe is, haps, for a Something that's il, 
Or a Down, —_ c. 


The Soldier in Battle, all full of Defire 

For Honour, behold bim, his Conduct admire, 

He cocks up bis Firelock, but wou'd let looſe bis Fire 
In a Down, _ - ah 


The Merchant, when all his fine Goods are prepar' 
For Sale, then he handſomly uſes his Yard; 
But this makes him think of a pleaſant Reward 
In a Down, 18 * 
? Mong ft Sailors, the deep Seas the ſafeſt are found, 
But h Rocks and quick Sands there have many | 
drown'd, 4. 
Fer move where you pleaſe, there is no finding Gre 
In a Down, down, GG. 4 
VIII. 

Bat that to all S their Dae, 
*' The Ladies, when young, are all learning to ſew} 
While ſlitc hing, they wiſh they were uſed-ſo too, 

Or down, down, Oc. n 
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